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There  are  preachers  who  will  not  permit  a  soloist  to  sing 
a  song  bordering  on  their  subject  before  their  sermon.  "It  ex- 
hausts the  subject,"  they  say.  That  is  very  true.  A  good  hymn 
is  often  a  whole  sermon  in  concentrated  form. 

With  this  in  view  I  have  compiled  and  sent  out  this  book. 
The  songs  it  contains  have  not  been  selected  altogether  because 
of  their  musical  merit.  Their  words  also  have  been  carefully 
considered. 

Praying  that  it  may  be  used  of  God  to  bless  many  hearts 
and  homes,  I  am, 

Yours  in  the  Masters*  service, 


The  Edward  T.  Miller  Co.,  Printers  &  Publishers     agSSfee     136  East  Gay  St.,  Columbus,  Ohio 


No.  1. 

Ed.  Eldad. 


He  First  Loved  Me. 


Ira  Evans  Hicks. 
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1.  My      Savior  came  down  from  heav'n  a  -  bove,  To    show  me  the  Fa  -  ther's 

2.  My     soul  was  de-filed  and  bowed    in  shame,  Till      Je-sus,  my  Lord,  from 

3.  Not      an -gels  in  heav'n  or  men      be  -  low,    His    won-der-ful  love    can 
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drous  love,  He  died  on  the  cross  of  Cal  -  va  -  ry, 
-  en  came,  He  lift  -  ed  my  load  and  set  me  free 
■    ly        know,    Till    gath-ered    a -round  the  heav'n-ly 
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Chorus. 
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tells  me    to  love    as    He  loved  me. 

taught  me  to  love    as    He  loved  me.  I     love  Him  be-cause  He  first  loved 

know  Him  as  we     by  Him  are    known. 
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me, He  first  loved  me, He  first  loved  me; . .      I    love  Him  be- 
loved me;                                   loved  me; 
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cause  He  first  loved  me, 
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And    died  on  the  cross  of  Cal  -  va  -  ry. 
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No.  2    Will  They  Open  Wide  Those  Pearly  Gates? 


Ed  Eldad. 


Ira  Evans  Hicks. 
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1.  When  my  pilgrimage  on  earth  is      o  -  ver,  And  from  earthly  trials    I     am 

2.  If  the  precious  blood  of  Christ  the  Sav-ior,  That  a-toned  for  sin  hath  set  me 

3.  Let  me   la-bor  faith-ful-ly   for     Je  -  sus,  Pointing  lost  ones  un-to  Cal  -  va- 
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free,  When  beyond  these  sun-lit  skies  Heaven's  portals  greet  mine  eyes, Will  they 
free, ,,  '-'"  I  reach  the  oth-er  side,  See  the  King  once  cru-ci  -  fied,  They  will 
ry,   Then,v:/B*5i.  ^ere  my  work  is  done,  And  my  crown  at  last  is  won,    They  will 
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Chorus. 
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o-pen  wide  those  Pearly  gates  for  me.  Will  they  open  wide  those  Pearly  gates  for 

2-3.  They  will  open  wide  etc. 
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me?    Will  they  open  wide  those  Pearly  gates  for  me?  When  I  reach  the  Glory 
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Land  and  at  heaven's  portals  stand,  Will  they  open  wide  those  Pearly  Gates  for  meV 
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No.  3 


Tonight. 


Arr.  by  Ed.  Eldad. 


1.  Oh,    do  not  let  the  word  de  -  part,  And  close  thine  eyes  against  the  light, 

2.  To  -mor-row's  sun  may  never    rise;    To      bless  thy  long  de-'ud-ed     sight; 

3.  Our  Lord  in    pit  -  y  lin-gers  still,   And    wilt  thou  thus  His  love  re  -quite? 

4.  Our  bless-ed  Lord  re-fus  -  es    none,  Who  would  to  Him  their  souls  u  -  nite; 
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Poor  sin  -ner  hard-  en    not  your  heart,  Be  saved,  oh,  be  saved  to  -  night. 

This  is     the  time,  oh,   then  be  wise,  Be  saved,  oh,  be  saved  to  -  night. 

Renounce  at  once    thy    stub-born  will,  Be  saved,  oh,  be  saved  to  -  night. 

Be-lieve,   o  -  bey,    the  work   is  done,  Be  saved,  oh,  be  saved  to  -  night. 
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Chorus. 


Oh,  why 
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not  to-night? 


Oh,  why 
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not  to-night? 


Why  not  to-night,  ob,  why  not  to-night? 


Why  not  to-night,  oh.  why  not  to-night? 

I 


mmmmsmmmmM 


fc^irisi 


Wilt  thou  be  saved, 

Wilt     thou    be    saved,   wilt      thou    be     saved? 
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Then  why  not,  oh,  why  not    to-night? 
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No.  4. 


Who  Gan  Measure  His  Love. 


Ed.  Eldad. 


Ira  Evans  Hicks. 


1.  0,  who  can  measure  the  love  of  Christ  So  boand-less-ly  flow-ingforyou  and    me, 

2.  He  left  the  rich-es  of  Glo-ry  Land,  His  heav-en-ly  garments  He  laid  a  -  side, 

3.  Be-holdl  the  Sav-ior  on  Cal  -  va-ry ,  What  ag-o-ny  passed  thro'  His  tender  frame, 
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0,  who  can  tell  me  how  much  it  cost  My  Sav-ior  to  die  on  the  cm  -  el  tree. 
He  took  the  form  of  a  low-ly  man,  By  men  on  the  cross  He  was  cru-ci  -  fied. 
How  could  one, in-no-cent,pure,  asHe,    So  pa-tient-ly  car -ry  our  sin  and  shame. 
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Chorus. 
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0,  who  can  measure  His  wonderful  love,  And  tell  why  Jesus  left  heav-en  a-bove, 
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To  bring  sal- va-tion  to      ev-'ry   na-tion  By     dy-ing  on  Cal  -  va  -  ry; 
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To  bring  sal-  va-tion  to      ev  -  'ry  na-tion  By    dy-ing    on  Cal  -  va 
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No.  5. 


King  of  My  Heart. 


Ed.  Eldad. 


Ira  Evans  Hicks. 


A  Heav'nly  Prince  once  came  to 
Al  -  though  a  King  and  ml  -  er 
Re  -  ject  -  ed  here  this  won-der 
This  Heav'nly  Prince  is  com-ing 
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the  earth,  Not  robed  in    splendor,  but 

in  heav'n  On    earth  no  scep-tor    to 

ful  Christ;  By  men  was  thorn-crowned  and 

a  -  gain,  0  -  ver    the    na-tions  to 


low  -  ly  .in  birth  He  came  to      men  sal  -  va-tion    to     bring, 

Je  •  sus  was  giv'n,  He  pleads  with  men  from     sin     to     de  -  part, 

mur-dered  at  last;  Yet  still    to      Him  my    horn-age      I      bring, 

take    up  His  reign;  And  then  for      me  a     crown  He  will     bring, 
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Chorus. 
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And    I  have  crowned  Him  my  Lord  and  my  King. 

And    let  Him    en  -  ter       to    reign  in  their  heart.  I've  crowned  Him  King, 

And  glad  -  ly  crown  Him    my  Lord  and  my  King. 

For    I  have  crowned  Him  my  Lord  and  my  King. 
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King  of  my  heart,  I've  crowned  the  Sav-ior  King  of  my  heart,I've  crowned  Him 
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King,  King  of  my  heart,  I've  crowned  the  Sav  -  ior,     King  of    my  heart 
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No.  6.     All  Hail  the  Power  of  Jesus'  Name. 

Perbonet. 


E.  Perbonet. 
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1.  All    hail    the  power     of  Je  -    sus'  name!  Let  an  -  gels  prostrate  fall, 

2.  Ye    cho  -  sen  seed       of  Is  -  rael's  race,  Ye  ran-somedfrom  the  fall, 

3.  Let    ev  -  Jry  kin  -  dred,  ev    -  'ry  tribe  On  this    ter  -  res  -  trial  ball, 

4.  0     that  with  yon    -    der  sa    -  cred  throng  We  at     His  feet  may  fall, 
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Let  an  -  gels   pros-trate  fall;  Bring  forth  the  roy  -  al      di    -  a  -  dem, 

Ye  ran-somed  from  the    fall,  Hail  Him  who  saves    you   by    His  grace, 

On  this    ter  -  res  -  trial  ball,  To     Him  all    maj  -  es  -  ty       as-cribe, 

We  at     His  feet   may  faul  We'll  join  the   ev   -  er  -  last-ing  song, 


v  e'll  join  the   ev   -  er  -  last  -  mg  song, 
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Him,      crown  Him, 
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And  crown  Him,   crown  Him,   crown  Him,   crown  Him  And  crown  Him  Lord  of 
And     crown Him,       crown  Him, 
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And  crown  Him,  crown  Him,    crown  Him,        crown 
crown  Him,  crown  Him, 
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crown  Him,  And  crown 
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And  crown  Him  Lord       of       all. 


No.  7.  Jesus  is  All  the  World  to  Me. 

"Jesus,  .   .  by  whom  the  world  is  crucified  unto  me,  and 

unto  the  world."— Gal  6:  14.  Will  L.  Thompson. 
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1.  Je  -  sus  is  all  the  world  to  me,  My  life,     my  joy,     my     all; 

2.  Je  -  sus  is  all   one  world  to  me,  My  friend    in     tri  -    als    sore; 

3.  Je  -  sus  is  all  fe«  world  to  me,  And  true     to  Him      I'll     be; 

4.  Je  -  sus  is  all  the  world  to  me,  I      want    no  bet   -  ter  friend; 
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He  is  my  strength  from  day  today,  With-out  Him  I  should  fall. 
I  go  to  Him  for  bless -ings  and  He  gives  them  o'er  and  o'er. 
Oh,  how  could  I  this  friend  de-ny,  When  He's  so  true  to  me? 
I     trust  Him  now,  I'll  trust   Him  when  Life's  fleet  -  ing  days  shall  end. 
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When    I    am  sad,  to    Him    I    go,      No  oth-er  one  can  cheer  me  so; 
He    sends  the  sun-shine  and  the  rain,     He  sends  the  harvest's  gold-en  grain; 
Fol  -  low  -  ing  Him    I    know  I'm  right,   Keeping  His  cross  with  -  in  my  sight. 
Beau  -  ti  -  ful  life  with  such    a  friend;   Beau-ti  -  ful  life  that  has  nc  end; 
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When      I       am      sad  He    makes  me     glad,  He's  my  friend. 

Sun  -  shine    and  rain,  and     gold  -  en   grain,  He's  my  friend. 

Fol    -    low  -  ing  Him,  by     day     and  night,  He's  my  friend. 

E     -     ter  -  nal  life,  e    -    ter  -  nal    joy,    He's  my  friends 
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No.  8. 


When  the  Battle's  Over. 


Edward  H.  Bickersmith. 
Arr.  by  Ed.  Eldad. 
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1.  Stand  fast,  ye  sol-diers  of  the  cross,  Your  high  al-le-giance  claim,  And  vow    to 

2.  Arrayed  in  God's  whole  armor  strong,  Front  hell's  embattled  powers:  The  war-fare 

3.  0  bright  the  glorious  conqueror's  crown,  The  song  of  triumph  sweet,  When  faith  casts 
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hold   the  world  but    loss,   For  thy  Re-deem-er's  name. 

may    be  sharp  and  long,  The   vic-t'ry  must  be  ours.     And  when  the  bat-tie's 

ev  -  'ry    tro  -  phy  down  At  our  great  Captain's  feet. 
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o-ver,  We  shall  wear  a  crown,  We  shall  wear  a  crown,  We  shall  wear  a  crown,  And 
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when  the  bat-tie's  o-ver,  We  shall  wear  a  crown,  In  the  new  Je  -  ru  -  sa  -  lem! 
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Wear    a  crown,        wear    a  crown,  A  -  way    o  -  ver  J  or -dan!  And 

Wear  a  crown-  wear    a  crown, 
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No.  9 


desus  Saves  Me. 


Frank  E.  Rousf. 


Ork  A.  Cheek. 
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1.  I     was     a  wand-'rer  lost     in    sin,    Till  Je  -  sus-came  my  way, 

2.  My  soul's  been  washed  in  Jesus'  blood,And  made  as  white  as  snow, 

3.  The  cross  of  Christ  I  love     to  bear,  As  through  this  world  I  go, 

4.  I'm  on    my  way     to    glo  -  ry-land,   My  Lord  I  long     to  meet, 
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But  now  He's  made  me  pure  within,  And  washed  my  sins  away. 
I've  plunged  into   the  crim  -  son  flood,  And  now  full  pardon  know. 
For  I        a   glo-rious  crown  shall  wear,  If  faithful  here  be  -  low. 
Some  day  I'll  pass  o'er  Jor-dan's  strand,  And  fall  at  Je  -  sus'  feet. 
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Chorus. 


S 


T 


i 


-•— - 


i 


m 


0         glo  -  ry,  He  saves     me,   He  saves  me,    He  saves  me; 
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Cndeavorers. 


Orr  A.  Cheek. 


Jas.  R.  Randall. 
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1.  Oh,  who  are  we  met  here    to-day?   En-deav  -  or-ers,  En  -  deav 

2.  We  love  the  name  of     our     C.  E.      En-deav  -  or-ers,  En  -  deav 

3.  Now,  come  let's  busy      be     to-day,    En-deav  -  or-ers,  En  -  deav  -  or-ers, 
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We're  here  to  show  our  col  -  ors  gay,  En-deav  -  or-ers,  En  -  deav  -  or-ers, 
With  Christ  we'll  go  to  vie  -  to  -  ry,  En-deav  -  or-ers,  En  -  deav  -  or-ers, 
To       help  some  soul  to    find  the  way,  En-deav  -  or-ers,    En  -  deav  -  or-ers, 
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Oh,  who'll  en-list      in  our  brave  band,  To  drive  the  e    -    vil  from  the  land, 

Oh,  who  can  stand  against  such  might,  Oh,  who'll  re-sist   such  hon-est  fight, 

If     we    will  al  -  ways  faith-ful  be,     For  God  we'll  win  the    vie  -  to-ry, 
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To  con-quer  sin  we'll  take  our  stand,  En-deav  -  or-ers,  En  -  deav  -  or-ers. 
If  we  stand  al-ways  for  the  right,  En-deav  -  or-ers,  En  -  deav  -  or-ers. 
And  praise  him  thro'  e  -  ter  -  ni  -  ty,     En  -deav  -  or-ers,   En  -  deav  -  or-ers. 


§§= 


-r-g-|r 


Words  Copyrighted,  1913,  by  Orr  A.  Cheek. 


No.  11 


Jesus  Has  Rescued  Me. 


I.  E.  H. 


Ira  Evans  Hicks. 


1.  Far    a -way  from  the  fold,    I  had  gone  in  the  cold,  When  the  Shepherd  came 

2.  Bowedin  sin,  lone  and  sad,    I  was  hope-less- ly  bad,  Vain- ly  striv-ing   to 

3.  Since  He  bro'tmy  lost  soul   Safe-ly   back  to  the  fold,  I've  been  sing-ing  His 

4.  When  at  last  I  shall  come,  Thro'  His  grace  to  my  home,  Safe-ly    led     by  His 
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seek-ing  the  lost;  Found  me  wan-d'ring  in  sin,  Bro'tmy  soul  home  a -gain; 
con  -  quer  my  sin,  When  the  blest  Son  of  God,  Came  and  lift  -  ed  my  load, 
praise  all  the     day,  And     as     long    as     I  live,  Praise  to   Him  will     I  give, 

hand  ev-'ry     day;  With  the     an  -  gels    a-bove,  I      will    sing     of  His  love, 
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He     has    saved  me      at   won  -  der  •  ful 
Now  His     won -der  -  ful  peace  reigns  with 
For  He's    tak  -  en     my   sins     all        a  - 
That  has   guid  -  ed     my    feet     all     the 
.       ±    .0.       *-.     ... 
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-  in.        Je  -  sus  has  res  -  cued  me, 

way. 

way. 
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Je-sus  has    res-cued  me,  Hal  -  le  -  lu  -  jah,  Oh  praise  His  namel  Je  -  sus  has 
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res-cued  me,  Je-sus  has   res-cued  me,  Hal 
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le  -  lu-jah,  Oh,  praise  His  name! 
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No.  12, 


The  New  Jerusalem. 


Words  arr.  by  Ed.  Eldad. 


Foster. 


sun  shines  bright  in  the  new  Je  -  ru  -  sa  -  lem,  'Tis  sum-mer  for- 
The  gates  are  pearl  and  the  streets  are  paved  with  gold,Trans-par-ent,  and 
There  white  robed  saints  sing  the  prais-es  of  the  King,  While  an-gels  their 
There  no  pain, no  sick-ness, nor  death  can   ev  -  er  come,  All    sor-row     is 


*tte=fc 


k     k     >     jj-jfc 


^EEg-^zp 


■XrT— 9 


fc 


n 


r 


ev  -  er,    they  say,      It   is     al-ways  spring  and  the  flow  -  ers  ev  -  er  bloom, 
bright-er  than  day;      Ma-ny  man-sions  there-read-y   for      us,    I    am  told, 
gold  -  en  harps  play;     With  sweet  mel-o-dy  heav-en's  vault  -  ed  arch-es    ring, 
ban-ished  for  aye;      We  will  find  sweet  rest  and  with  Je  -  bus  be     at   home, 

m    -+-     -P-     -P-       m      ■*■     -P-     i~       -f-  -r-     -»■      m 


m 


m 


i 


m 


i^z=p 


1      v    k 


i=k 


v-v—y 
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New  Je  -  ru  -  sa  -  lem     far      a  -  way. 
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Weep  no  more,  my 
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broth-er, 


0  weep  no  more,  I     say;    Let  us 
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sing  one  song  for  the 
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No.  13 


If  Ye  Abide  in  Me. 


Ira  Evans  Hicks. 


Chas.  H.  Gabriel. 
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1.  0  Soul,  bowed  down  with  toil  and  care,  Uuanswered  is  thy  ear-nest  prayer? 

2.  Hast  thou   a  loved  one  gone  a  -  stray    Far  from  the  shepherd's  fold  a  -  way? 

3.  Hast  thou  for  ma-ny    wea-ry  years  Cried  un-  to  God  with  sighs  and  tears? 
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Be  not  dismayed,  but  hear  the  word  Of  Je-sus  Christ,  thy  faithful  Lord. 
Have  faith  in  God;  do  not  de-spair,  For  He  will  sure-ly  answer  prayer. 
Do  not   give    up;  God's  word  is  true,    And  this  His  prom-ise  un-to  you. 
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If      ye     a -bide  in 
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me  and  my  words  a-bide  in  you, 
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will,     ye    shall  ask  what  ye  will,    And    it  shall    be     done    un  -  to    you. 
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Copyright,  1914,  by  Ira  Evans  Hicks. 


No.  14. 


How  Wonderful  His  Power. 


Ed.  Eldad. 


Ira  Evans  Hicks 


a. 


1.  It        is    tru  -  ly  ver  -  y    won-der-ful  what  Christ  our  Lord  can  do,  How 

2.  He    can  take  the  poor  back-slid  -  er     and  bis    love    to  God  re -new  How 

3.  He    can  lead     us  safe -ly      on-ward  o'er  the  rough  and  rugged  way,  How 

4.  When  our  jour-ney  here    is    end-  ed,  and    we  reach  the  Riv-er  side,  How 
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mar-vel-ous,  how  won-der-ful  His  pow'r!  He  can  take    a  sin-ner,  vile,  un- 
mar- vel-ous,  how  won-der-ful  His  pow'r!  He  will  faith -ful-ly   for-give  him 
mar-vel-ous,  how  won-der-ful  His  pow'rl  And  will  grace  suf-fi-cient  give  us 
mar  -  vel-ous,  how  won-der-ful  His  pow'r!  He  will  bring   us  safe-ly      o  -  ver 
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clean  and  make  him  all  a-new,  How  mar-vel-ous,  how  won-der-ful  His  pow'r! 
and  will  cleanse  him  thro' and  thro', How  mar-vel-ous,  how  won-der-ful  His  pow'r! 
for  the  tri  -  als  of  each  day,  How  mar-vel-ous,  how  won-der-ful  His  pow'r! 
Jor-dan's  cold  and  tur-bid  tide,  How  mar-vel-ous,  how  won-der-ful  His  pow'rl 
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Chorus. 


our   be-set-ting  sin 
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How  mar-vel-ous,  how  won  -  der-ful  His  pow'ri 
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What     a  won  -  der  -  ful     Re-deem  -  er  who  can    make  us  whole  a  -  gain, 
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Wash   us    thor-ough-ly  and  cleanse  us  from  each  blem-ish,  spot  and  stain, 
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Nearer  and  Dearer. 


Julia  H.  Johnston*. 
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Orr  a.  Chbxk. 


1.  Draw  me,  Saviour  cf     ray  soul, 

2.  When  the  tempt  >r  tries  his  art, 

3.  Let  each  sor-row  and  each  joy 

4.  Day     by  day,  still  lead  me  on, 


Near  -  er  yet,  and  near  -  er. 

When  the  shad-ows  dark  -  en, 

Be      of    love  the    sto  -  ry, 

Irust-ing  and      o-  bey  -  ing, 
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Be  to  ni3,  while  day-time  rolls, 
Let  my  faint  and  fear-ful  heart 
Use  me,  Lord,  iu  Thine  employ, 
Guide  me    till  the  day  is    gone, 


•*.    -#■    ^  -#■-#■  v. 

Dear  -  er  still    anddear-er. 

To      Thy  mes  -  sage  hearken. 
Show     me,  Lord,  Thy  gio  -  ry. 
Keep     my  feet    from  straying. 
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Near  -  er,  near-er,  Lord,  to  Thee, 
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Let    me  come  yet  near  -    er, 
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This    my  fer-vent  pray'r  shall  be,       Lord,    be    ev  -    er  dear  -  er. 
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No.  16 


Waiting  For  You. 


Julia  H.  Johnston. 


Orr  A.  Cheek, 
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1.  Je  -    sus      is     watching    and  waiting    for   you,  Wait-ing  to-day, 

2.  Je  -    sus      in  -  vites  you    in    ten  -  der  -  est  love,  Wait-ing  to  -  day, 

3.  Stretching  the  hands  that  were  torn  by    the  nails,  Wait-ing  to  -  day, 

4.  Turn  to     Him  now     in      re  -  pentance  and  faith, Wait-ing  to  -  day, 
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wait  -  ing 
wait  -  ing 
wait  -  ing 
wait  -  ing 
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to  -  day,  Wait  ing      to      par  -don    and  wel-come  you,  too, 
to  -  day,  Bend-ing     to    watch  from  the  por  -  tals  a  -  bove, 
to  -  day,   Je  -  sus  whose  pit  -  y  -    ing  love    nev-er    fails, 
to  -  day,  Trust  and    o  -    bey  what  -  so  -  ev  -  er    He  saith, 
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Why  will 
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He       is 
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the  light 
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the  Truth 

Is. 


er  de 
on  the 
er    you 

and   the 


-  lay?        Wait  -   ing        to-day,.... 
way. 
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Way.       Waiting,  waiting  to-day,  txlay, 
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Wait 
Wait  -  ing, 


-    ing         to  -  day,   

wait-ing         to  -  day,    tp-day, 


Je    ,    -  sus  is 

Je  -  sus  is  watch-ins  and 
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wait        -        -     ing,       Is    watch-ing   and  wait  -  ing    to     -    day 
wait  -  ing    to  -  day, 
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James  Eowe. 


Grace  Saves  Any  One. 
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1.  Soul  in  bondage,  alone,  despairing,  Trust  the  Crucified  while  ycu  may, 

2.  He  would  save  you,  and  save  completely,  Take  your  load  of  despair  away; 

3.  Wait  no  longer,  lest  hope  forsake  you  ;  It  is  dangerous  to  ce-lay; 
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Let  Him  carry  what  you  are  bearing,  Grace  saves  any  one,  Come  to-day. 
O  believe  Him  and  trust  Him  sweetly,  Grace  saves  any  one,  Come  to-day, 
In  His  arms  the  dear  Lord  would  take  ycu,  Grace  eaves  any  one,  Come  to-day. 


Chords. 
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Grace     saves  a  -  ny  one,  Come  to-day, Grace     saves 

Grace  saves  any  one,  Come,     O  come  to  -  day,  to-day,  Grace  saves  any  one, 
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a-ny  one,  Come  to-day; . . .  Come  with  your  burdens  of  sin  and  sor 
Come,    0  come  to-day,  to-day;  your  burdens  cf 
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a-ny  one,  Come  to-day 
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row; ....  Grace      saves 

sin  and  sorrow;  Grace  save3  a  -  ny  one,  Come  to-dav,  O  come  to-dav. 
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I'm  Lifted  Out. 
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1.  No  more    in      sin 

2.  He    saw    me      in 

3.  To    Him    for  -  ev 


I      sink  and    cry,       No  more    I      fear 
my     aw  -  ful  plight,     And  knew  that  hope 
er        I       be  -  long,      His  love    is      now 
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die,      For    0       at     last#    a  Friend  came  nigh,   And 
flight,   And  yet     to  -  day  I'm    free  and  bright,  For 
song,    I'm  numbered  with  the  ransomed  throng,  For 
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Chorus. 
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I've    bsen  lift  -  ed      out! 


I'm     lift-ed 
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name!    I'm    lift  -  ed      out 
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more      my    soul  shall  doubt,    I'm   lift  -  ed, 
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SuGh  Love! 


Ed   Eldad. 


Ira  Evans  Hicks. 


1.  There's  a  won-der  -  ful    sto  -  ry  been  told  to  me,      Of  a  mar-vel-ous, 

2.  What  a  won-der  -  ful  plan  that  would  bring  God's  Son  To  car  -  ry  out 

3.  They         tell  me  that  an  -  gels  in     glo  -  ry  tried    To  fathom    this 

4.  How  unsearch-a  -  bly  rich    is  God's  wondrous  love!  How  past  find-ing 
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suf -fer-ing  Christ,  Who  was  will-ing  to    die    on  the  cru  -  el  tree,  For  the 
sor-row  and  shame;And       pur-chase  redemption  for  ev  - 'ry  one, Who  was 
won-der-ful  plan;    But        not  un  -  til  Je  -  sus  on  Cal-v'ry  died  Was  it 
out  are  His  ways!  We       nev  -  er  shall  know  till  we  reign  a-bove,  And 
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Chorus, 


sin-ner,  tho'  fear-ful  the  cost. 

will-ing  to  trust  in  His  name.  Such  love! the  tongue  of  no  mortal  can 

o-pened  to  an -gels  or  man.         won-der-ful  lovei 
join  in  the  songs  of  His  praise. 
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tell     it,   such  love,...    Such  won-der-ful  love  for  sin-ners, Such  love  1     'Twas 

His  love,        wonderful  love,  m     »       m     ^onderful  love! 
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Calv'ry  a-lone  could  re-veal     it,  Such  love,  ...such  marvelous  love  for  sinners. 

His  love,        wonderful  love, 
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No.  20.         Fade,  Fade,  each  Earthly  Joy. 


Words  arr.  by  Ed.  Eldad. 


Ira  Evans  Hicks. 
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1.  Fade,  fade,  each  earth-ly  joy, 

Je  - 

sus 

is    mine,    Je  -  sns 

is    mine; 

2.  Tempt  not  my   soul    a-way, 

Je  - 

sns 

is    mine,    Je  -  sns 

is    mine; 

3.  Fare- well,  ye  dreams  of  night, 

Je  - 

sns 

is    mine,    Je  -  sns 

is    mine; 

4.  Fare- well,  mor  -  tal  -  i-ty, 

Je  - 

sns 

is    mine,    Je  -  sns 

is    mine; 
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Break    ev-'ry    ten-der  tie, 

Je 

•  sns 

is    mine, 

Je 

-    SUS 

is    mine. 

Here  would  I      ev  -  er  stay, 

Je 

-  sns 

is   mine, 

Je 

-  sus 

is    mine. 

1  .-;       in    this  da wn-ing  light, 

Je 

-  sus 

is    mine, 

Je 

-  sus 

is    mine. 

Wei  -  come    e  -  ter  -  ni-ty, 

Je 

-  sus 

is   mine, 

Je 

-  sus 

is    mine. 
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Earth  is      a    wil-der-ness    lone-ly    and  drear,  Je-sns  is  mine,  Je-sus  is  mine; 

Per  -  ish  all  things  that  are  made  of  the  clay,    Je-sns  is  mine,  Je-sus  is  mine; 

All    has  been  worthless  my  poor  soul  has  tried,  Je-sus  is  mine,  Je-sus  is  mine; 

Welcome  sweet  scenes  of  my  heav-en  -  ly  rest,     Je-sus  is  mine,  Je-sns  is  mine: 


It  has  no  resting  place,  what  do  I 
Out  of  my  tart  they  are  now  gone  to 
nas  ful-ly  my  heart  sat-is  - 
fel  eMK.yes,itk«M  my  dear  Savior's 
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care, 

stay, 
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breast, 
N 


Je-sus 
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mine,  Je-sus  is 

mine,  Je-sus  is 

mine,  Je-sus  is 

mine,  Je-sus  is 
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Glorious  Grace 
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No.  22 


James  Rowe. 
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Your  Soul's  Best  Friend, 
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I.  A.  Knight. 
N        IS 


^=. 


* 


1.  O    sin -ner,  give  in    to    the  Sav-iour  to-day,  And  let    all     your 

2.  If  you  would  but  trust  in  His  wonder-ful  love,  Rich  blessings  He 

3.  Don't  wait  any  long-er,  for  death  may  be  near,  Be  -  fore  the  Lord 
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wand'rings  end;  Be-lieve  in  His  gos-pel,  be  saved  while  you  may,  For 
soon  would  send;  With  arms  reaching  down  He  is  bending  a  -  bove,  For 
hum  -  bly  bend  ;     He  waits  to  for-give  you,  to  comfort  and  cheer,   For 
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is     vour  soul's  best     friend. 
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friend.,  On   Je  -  sus  you  may    de-pend; Be 

your  bsst  friend,  so  sweetly  depend; 
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saved  while  you  may,  Trust  Jesus  to-day,  For  He  is  your  soul's  best  friend. 
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My  Saviour. 
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1.  List  to    my  sto  -  ry,    Je  -  sus  from  glo-ry  Came  to  the  world  my 

2.  Lis -ten,  ye  drear-y,  foot-sore  and  wea-ry,  Bear-ing  His  cross    up 

3.  Now  He's  in  glo  -  ry,  won-der-ful    sto  -  ry!  There  with  His  Father 
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Sav  -  iour    to    be;  I     have  received  Him,  ful  -ly     believed  Him, 

Cal  -  v'ry  went  He;    Died  on  that  mountain,  pouring   a    foun-tain, 
plead-ing    is     He!      All    He     has  giv  -  en,   vet  still    in    heav-en 
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Now  I  can  say,  My  Sav-iour  is  He. 
Fountain  of"  per  -  feet  cleansing  for  me. 
Je  -  sus      is     sweet  -  ly   pleading  for  me. 


Liv-ing,  He  sought  me, 
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Dying,  He  bought  ma,  Paying  my  ran-som  full  en  the  tree;  Ris-ing,  He 
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raised  me  Up  in  His  glo-ry,  Soon  He  is  com-ing,  coming  for  me 
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No.  24 


Who  Shall  Stand? 


Words  arr.  by  Ed.  Eldad. 


Ira  Evans  Hicks. 


1.  Day  of  wrath,  0,  dreadful  dayl  When  this  world  shall  pass  a-way,     And  the 

2.  Day   of      ter  -  ror,  day  of  doom,  When  the  Judge  at  last  sha!!  come,  And  the 

3.  0,   Just  Judge  to  whom  be-longs  Vengeance  for  all  earth-ly  wrongs , When  Thon 
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com  -  ing  of  Christ   is    at  hand,  When  the  heav'n'sto-geth-er   roll,  Shriv'ling 
chaff  from  the  wheat  shall  be  fanned,  When  the  arch-an-gels  trumpet  tone,  Summons 
com-est  with  heav'n's  mighty  band,  Grant for-give-ness,  Lord,  at   last,    Ere  the 
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like  a  parched  scroll,  In  that  great  day  of  wrath  who  shall  stand? 

all  before  the  throne,  In  that  great  day  of  wrath  who  shall  stand?  Who  shall 

dread  account  be  past.  In  that  great  day  of  wrath  who  shall  stand  ?i  Who  shall  be  a-ble  to 
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stand,  0,    who  shall  stand;  In  that  great  day  of  wrath 

6tand  in  that  day,    0,     who  shall  be     a  -  ble     to     stand  in  that  day; 
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who  shall  stand,  Who  shall        stand,  0, 

then  be     a  -  ble    to     stand,  Who  shall  be     a  -  ble    to     stand    in  that  day,    0. 
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Who  Shall  Stand? 


who 

who  shall  be  a 


shall  stand 

ble  to      stand   in    that  day. 


In  that  great  day  of  wrath  who  shall  stand. 
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Ed.  Eldad. 


The  Precious  Blood. 


Ira  Evans  Hicks 
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1.  Be  -  hold  the  bleed- 

2.  His    droopring  head, 

3.  He       en-tered  with 

4.  0,      bless  -ed   hill 


ing  Lamb  of  God,  Nailed  to  the  cru  -  el  tree; 
His  feet,  His  hands,  A  crim-son  stream  out  -pour, 
His  ho  -  ly  blood,  In-to  heav'n's  Ho-ly  Place, 
of   Cal  -  va  -  ry!     Where  died  the  Son    of      God, 
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'Twas  there  He  shed    His  pre-cious  blood,  To    ran  -  som  you  and      me. 

To  meet    a    brok  -  en  law's  de-mands,  And  pay    thesin-ner's  score. 

And  there  be  -  fore    the  Fa-thermade  A  -  tone-ment  for  our     race. 

Thy  brow  shall  ev  -  er  hal-lowed  be,  Stained  by    His  pre-cious   blood. 
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0  the  blood,  the  precious  blood,  0,  the  blood,  life-giv-ing  blood;  I  can  feel  its 
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cleansing pow'r  in  my  heart  this  ver 
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y  hour,  precious  blood  of  Christ  my  Lord. 

_^_ fs      IS 


copyright,  1912,  by  Ira  E.  Hicks. 
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Eben  E.  Rexfobd. 


I  Shall  Rei£n  Forever. 

Copyright,  1913,  by  B.  D-  Ackley. 


B.  D.  Ackley. 


1.  I     shall  reign    for  -   ev  -   er  "with   my    Sav  -  iour-  King, When  the 

2.  I    shall  reign    for  -   ev  -  er  with  my    Sav  -  iour-  King,     O      the 

3.  I    shall  reign    for  -  ev  -  er  with   my    Sav  -  iour-  King,     I     shall 
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rest  that  fol-lows  toil     is    won,      O  what  joy     to    hear  the  bells  of 
rap- ture    of     my    sin  -  free  soul,  When  it  hears  Redemption's  song  that 
see  Him  on  the  great  white  throne,    I  shall  see    the  nail-prints  in  His 
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Heav-en  ring,"Welcome  Home"  and  GodV'Well  done 
an  -  gels  sing,Thro' the  heav'nly  arch- es     roll 
hands,and  sing,  Love  re-deem  me, love    a-  lone 
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with  my  Saviour-King!  And  join  the  songs  the  angels  sing!  O  what  peace  nutold, 
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When  His  beau-ty    I   be- hold,    I  shall  reign  for-ev-er  with  my  King! 

with  my  King! 
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No.  27 


Praise  Him  I  Praise  Him  I 


Fanny  J.  Crotby. 


Ch«»ter  Q.  Atljn. 
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1  Praise  Him  .'praise  Him!  Je-sus,  our  bless-ed    Re-deem -er!     Sing,  O  earth— His 

2  Praise  Him!  praise  Him!  Jo- sus,  our  bless-ed    Re-deem-er!     For   our  sins   Ho 
3'  Praise  Him!  praise  Him!  Je  -  sus,  our  bless-ed    Re-deem -er!     Heavenly  por-tals 
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■won-der-ful  love  pro  -  claim! 
euf-fered, and  bled, and    died; 
loud  with  ho  -  san  -  na3    ring! 


Hail  Him!  hail  Him!  high-cstarch-an-gels  in 
He      our  Rock,  our    hope  of    e-ter-nal  sal  * 
Jo  -   ens,    Sav-  iour,  reigncth  for-ev-  er  and 
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d.s.— Praise  Him!  praise  Him!  tell  of  His  ex -eel-lent 
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glo  -  ry;  Strength  and  Lon~or  give  to  His  ho  -  ly  name!  Like  a  shep-herd, 
va-tion,Hail  Hiuj!  hail  Him!  Je-sus,theCru -ci  -  fied.  Sound  His  prais  -  es! 
ev-er:CrownHim!crownHim!Prophet,andPrieet,andKing!Christis  com  -  ing! 
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greatness,  Praise  Him!  praise  Him !ev-er  in  joy-ful   song! 
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Je-sus  will  guard  His  children,  In       His  arms  He  car-ries  them  all   day    long; 
Je-sus  •who  bore  our  sor-rows,    Love  un-bound-ed,won-der-ful, deep  and   strong; 
O -ver  the -world  vie- to -rious,  Power  and  glo  -  ry    un  -  to  the  Lord  be  -  long, 
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The  Unclouded  Day. 


Words  and  Melody  by 
Rev.  J.  K.  Alwood. 
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1.  0    they  tell    me    of      a  home 

far 

be  -  yond    the   skies, 

0     they 

2.  0    they  tell    me   of      a  hqpie 

where 

my  friends  have  gone, 

0     they 

3.  0    they  tell    me   of    the  King 
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His  beau  -  ty    there, 

And  they 

4.  0    they  tell    me  that  He  smiles 

on 

His  chil  -  dren  there, 

And   His 

{m)±±}.   fit:   %-i:   I    S 

b 

=pt£ 

-f—e — i — ih 

-JWh 

M^=*_ 

,;     :i    >;>     $■=$= 

-U- 

~ir- 

f — F — •■ 

/  il   1 

i     ■ 

fc* 


yi 


Juft  ft    ft  :fc 


* 


ifcfc 


£ 


s=fr 


3?~ 


tell  me    of     a      home     far  a  -  way;     0    they  tell   me   of     a  home 

tell  me  of   that    land       far  a  -  way;  Where  the    tree         of  life 

tell   me  that  mine  eyes     shall  be  -  hold,  Where  He    sits         on    the  throne 

smile    drives  their  sor-rows  all  a  -  way;  And  they  tell   me  that  ,no  tears 
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storm-clouds  rise,  0    they 
ter   -   nal  bloom  Sheds  its 
whit-er  than  snow,  In   the 
come      a  -  gain,  In  that 
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tell  me   of    an   un  -  cloud  -  ed 
fragrance  thro'  the  un  -  cloud  -*ed 
cit  -  y   that  is  made  of 
love-ly  land  of    un- cloud -ed 
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storm-clouds  rise,  0    they 
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tell    me    of    an    un- cloud-ed 
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the  land  of    an  un-cloud-ed 
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No.  29. 

Ed.  Eldad. 


If  You  Will  Believe  Him. 


Ira  Evans  Hicks. 
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1.  In  God's  Word  'tis  written  That  Je  -  sus  was  smit-ten  And   on    the  cross  of 

2.  The  blood  shed  on  Cal-v'ry, From  sin  cleanses  ful-ly,   All  those  who   in  His 

3.  This  won-der  -  ful  Je-sus,  To     me    is     so  precious,  The  sto  -  ry  of    His 
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Cal  -  va  -  ry  was  slain,  That  those  who  believe  Him  Might  surely  receive  Him, 
bless  -  ed  name  be-lieve;With  the  heart  you  must  trust  Him, With  the  moath  you  confess  Him, 
love      I  must  re-peat;  And,    if       I      in  heav-en,     A  crown  shall  be  giv  -  en, 
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Chokus. 
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And  with  Him  in  His  kingdom  they  shall  reign. 

Then  peace  and  pardon  ful  -  ly  you  re-ceive.        If    you  will  believe  Him,  You'll 

I'll  cast    it  down  at   Je-sus'  pre-cious  feet. 
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sure-ly  receive  Him, His  peace  like  a  riv-er     will  fill  your  soul;  If  you  will  be- 
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lieve  Him, You '11  surely  receive  Him, His  joy   like  sea  bil-lows  will  o'er  you  roll. 
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No.  30. 


Jesus  Is  Pleading. 


Ed.  Eldad. 


Ira  Evans  Hicks. 
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1.  Je-sus  the  Sav-ior,    is  pleading     to-day,  Ten-der-ly  plead-ing  for  thee; 

2.  Out  on  the  mountains  so  bar-r^n  and  cold,  Je-sus     is  plead-ing  for  thee; 

3.  He  has  been  pleading  a  -  gain  and     a-gain,  Ten-der  -  ly  plead-ing  for  thee; 

4.  O-pen  at  once  to    the  Sav-ior  your  heart,  While  He  is  plead-ing  for  thee; 
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Sin  - ner,  0  why  will  you  turn  Him    a-way,     Je-sus    is  plead-ing  for  thee. 

Wander  no  long-er      a  -  way  from  the  fold,    Je-sus    is  plead-ing  for  thee. 

Of -fer-ing  par-don  and    free-dom  from  sin,   Je-sus   -is  plead-ing  for  thee. 

If    you  de- lay  He  will  some  day    de-part,  Hasten,  He's  plead-ing  for  thee. 
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Je  sus  is  plead     -     ing 

Je-sua    is    ten-der-ly    plead-ing  for  thee 
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ten      -      - '    der-ly    plead- 

Je-sus   is    ten-der-ly     plead-ing  for 
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ing,       Je-sus 

thee, 
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is  plead-ing  for     thee; Je  sus    is 

is    pleading  for  tbee;        Je-su3    is    ten-der-ly 
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plead    -    ing,   is    ten      -      -      der-ly  plead-ing,  Je-sus    is  pleading  for  thee. 

pleading  for  thee,  yes,  Je-sus     is    ten-der-ly    plead-ing, 
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Am  So  Glad. 


A.  Miller. 


0,        I    am    so  glad  that  the  dear  Lamb  of  God  Came  to  seek  and    to 
0,        I    am    so  glad  that  the   Sav-ior    of  men   Came  to  save  "who-so- 

3.  My    sins  were  as  scar-let,  and  crim-son  red  too,  But  He  washed  them  as 

4.  Joy  waves  like  sea  bil-lows  sweep  o  -  ver  my  soul,  For  I'm  kept  by    His 
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save  the 
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sav-ing 


lost; 
will;" 
snow; 
grace, 
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I  know  'twas  for  me  Je  -  sus  suf-fered  and  died,Cameto 
And  I  am  so  glad  He  in  -  clud-ed  me  too,  And  Hi9 
His  prom-ise  de-clares  it,     I    know  it    is    true,   He 

In  heav-en  some  day  my  dear  Sav-ior  I'll  meet,  I  will 
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Chorus. 
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save  me  at  such  a  cost. . 
prom-ise  in-cludes  me  still. . 
saved  me  and  keeps  me  so. . . 
praise  Him  then  face  to  face. . 
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am 

glad  that 


glad, 

Je  •  sus  saves  me, 
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glad  that  each  day  He  keeps  me,  O-ver 

I  am     glad  He  keeps  me, 
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No.  32 


Why  Don't  You  Gome? 


Joseph  Hart. 


Ira  Evans  Hicks. 


1.  Come,  ye      sin  -  ners,  poor  and  need  -  y,  Weak  and  wounded,  sick  and  sore: 

2.  Let     not  conscience  make  you  lin  -  ger,    Nor  of    fit  -  ness  fond  -  ly  dream; 

3.  Come,  ye     wea-ry,  heav-y       la -den,  Bruised  and  mangled  by    the    fall; 
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Je  -  susread-y    stands  to  save  you,  Full    of    pit  -  y,      love  and  power. 
All     the  fit -ness      He    re-quir-eth     Is       to    feel  your      need  of  Him. 
If       you  tar  -  ry       till  you're  bet-ter,   You    will  nev  -  er       come  at  all. 


Chorus. 
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Why  don't  you  come,  sin  -  ner,   why  don't   you  come,     Why  don't  you 
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come  and   be        saved  to  -  day? 
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Why  don't   you  come,  sin  -  ner, 
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Why  don't  you  come,    Why  don't  you  come  and    be        saved  to 
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No.  33 

0.  A.  M. 
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0  Lord,  Is  It  I? 
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0.  A.  Miixer. 
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1.  Some  one's  re- ject-ing  the  Sav-ior  just  now,  Lord,  is 

2.  Some  one    is    wait-ing  for  more  times  to  think,  Lord,  is 

3.  Someone    is     say-ing  "0,  Lord,  not  to-night",  Lord,  is 

4.  Al  -  most  per-suad-ed,   but  count-ing  the  cost,  Lord,  is 
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Lord,  is     it       I?     Some  one's  re- f us  -  ing    be  -  fore  Him    to  bow,  0, 

Lord,  is     it       I?    While  he     is    wait-ing    in      sin    he    doth  sink,  0, 

Lord,  is     it       I?     Some  one  will  per  -  ish  with  heav-en     in  sight,  0, 

Lord,  is     it       I?     Al  -  most  per-suad-ed,    but  heav-en      is  lost,  0, 
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Lord,    is 
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is   it      I? 0 

0,    Lord,  is     it      I? 
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0,    Lord,    is 
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Hear  me,   0,  Sav  -  ior  while 
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hum-bly     I    bow, 


iA-Lt 


Par-don    my  sins^Lord,  and     save  me   just  now. 
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No.  34. 


Never  Alone ! 

I  wijl  not  leave  you  comfortJeas."— John  14  :  1*. 


1.  I've  seen    the    lighting      flash  -  ing.  And  heard  the   tliun-der      roll,  I've  felt   sin's 

2.  The  world's  fierce  winds  are  blow  -  ing;  Temp-  ta  -  tion  sharpand     keeu;  I  have      a 

3.  When  in      at-  flic-tion's   val    -    ley    I         tiead  the    road    of       care,  My  Sav-iour 

4.  He     died    on     Cal-vary's  'luount-ain.  lor      me"  they  pierced  his  side,  For      me     he 
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break     ers  dash-  ing,   Which     almost  conquered  my  sonl; 

peace      in  know-ing    My        Sav-iour   stands   be  -  tween- 

helps     me  car    -    ry    The      cross    so     heavy    to       bear; 

opened  that  fount- ain,  The      crim- son,  cleans- ing      tide; 


I've  heard  the  voice  of    my 
He  stands  to  shield  me  from 
Tho'  all       a-roundme  is 
For     me    he  wait-eth    in 


Sav  -  iour 
dan  -  ger 
dark  -  ness, 
g'o    -    ry, 


m. 


Bidding  me  still  to  fight  on; 

When  ray  friends  are  all  gone; 

Earth  -  ly    joys       all  flown; 

Seated     up  -  on         his  throne; 


He    prom-ised  nev-  er     to  leave 

He   proni-i<ed  nev- er     to  lea\e 

My     Saviour  whispers  his  prom 

He   pn  in  i>ed  nev-er     to  leave 


me, 
me, 
ise, 
me, 
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Never   to  leave  me  a-  lone 


No,  nev-er  a  -  lone! 
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No,  nev-er  a  -  lone! 
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uev  -  er     to     leave  me,  Nev- er    to  leave  me    a-  lone!         Nev-er     to  leave 
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Nev-er     to  leave  me   a  -  lone 
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No.  35. 


A  Little  While  to  Wait. 


P 


Cbarleb  H.  Cbandall. 

Duet. 


Chas.  H.  Gabblbl. 
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1.  A    lit-tle   while  to  wait  and  watch  and  wonder,  And  then  to  know  the 

2.  A    lit-tle   while  to  climb  life's  stormy  mountain.  And  then  to  see       the 

3.  A    lit-tle   while  to  say,  "not  mine. but  Thy  way,  "And  then  to  won  -  der 
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spirit's  glad  release; 
vale  with  beauty  rife; 
we  were  not  more  wise; 


A  little  while  to  bear  the  strife  and  thunder, 
A  little  waiting  by  the  barren  fountain 
A  little  stumbling  in  the  dusty  highway 


And  then  to 
And  then  to 
And  then  the 


hear  the  har-mo-nies    of        peace, 
taste  the  liv-ing  streams  of     life, 
meadow-lands  of  Par  -  a    -    dise. 


A   lit-tle     while, a  lit-tle 


A    lit-tle  while, 
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while A  lit-tle  while,  and    we    shall         go To  be  at 

a  lit-tle  while,  A  little  while,  and  we  shall  go,  and  we  shall  go 
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home  with  Christ  in  heav'n  forever,  With  all  the  saints  eternal  joys  to    know. 
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There'll  Be  No  Parting. 


Ed.  Eldad. 


Ira  Evans  Hicks. 


1.  There'll  be    no  part-inga  in  the  glo  -  ry  -  land.When  face  to  face  with  Christ  our 

2.  On  earth  our  hearts  have  oft-en  been  made  sad,  Be-cause  di-verg-ing  ways  our 

3.  How     oft  the  tear-drops  glisten  in   our  eye,     As     to  our  loved  ones  we  must 
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Lord  we  stand;  With  friends  and  loved  ones  who  have  gone  before,  We'll  sing  God's 

du   -   ty  leads;  When  life    is      o  -  ver   we  shall  meet  a -gain,  And    all    our 

say   .good-by;    In  heav'n  all  tear-stains  will  be  wiped    a-way,     And     no   more 
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Chorus. 
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prais  -  es,  and  we'll  part    no    more. 

part  -  ings  will     be   end  -  ed    then.  There'll  be 

good  -  bys  shall   we     ev  -   er     say. 
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>arting  (yes),  There'll  be  no  parting  when  i 
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parting  (yes),  There'll  be  no  parting  when  we  all  get  home,Th3re'll  be  no  parting  (0), 
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There'll   be     no  part-ing  (yes)  ,Thero'll  be  no  part  - 
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ing  when  we     all  get   home. 
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No.  37 


This  is  Jesus. 


Julia  H.  Johnston,    copyright.  1913.  by  g.  c.  pledger,  winona  lake.  ind.            G.  C.  Pledger. 
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1.  This    is      Je-sus,  come,  a-dore  Him,  This    is     He      who  left  His  throne, 

2.  This    is      Je  -  sus,   suffering,  dy  -  ing,  Nailed  up  -  on      the    cru  -  el     tree; 

3.  This    is      Je  -  sus,  throned  in  glo  -  ry,     All     the  world  to  Him  shall  bow; 
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Came  to  save  the  lost  and  guilt  -  y,  He  is  wor  -  thy,  He  a  -  lone. 
Son  of  man,  yet  King  for  -  ev  -  er,  Lord  of  lords,  0,  this  is  He. 
Un  -  to   you  He  calls    in    mer  -  cy,      0       re  -  ceive  and  trust  Him   now. 


*=* 


t— T 


:0-=-c4 


Chorus. 
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sus,  this    is      Je 

■  sus,  Lamb  of  God     for      sin-ners  slain; 
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Ris  -  en  Lord,  as-cend-ed     Sav  -  ior,     In  your  heart   He  longs  to   reign. 
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No.  38 


He  Game  to  Rescue  Us. 


O.  A.  M. 


...  O.  A.  Miller. 

All  parts    iy  > 
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1.  From  heaven  the  Savior  came  down  to  earth, To  res  -  cue  us,  to  res  -  cue 

2.  He    died  on  the  cross  both  fur  you   and  me,  To  res  -  cue  us,  to  res -cue 

3.  The  blood  of  I  theSav-ior  ^  was  shed  for  all,   To  res -cue  us,  to  res -cue 

>  (Jurist  Jesus  )  „ 
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us,  For  there  is  none  oth  -  er  name   of  such  worth,  To  res  -  cue  us. 

us,  'Twas  love  for    us    led  Him   to    Cal  -  va  -  ry        To  res  -  cue  us. 

us,  And  now    if     we  trust  Him  and    on   Him  call  He'lires-cuo  us. 
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Je 


sus, 
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Je     -     -     sus,  Has  purchased  sal  -  va  -  tion    at 


sus,  Has  purchased  sal  -  va  -  tion    at 

Je-sus,   the    won-der-ful       Sav-ior       of    men, 
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such    a  cost,    He 
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is  will  -  ing     to    par-don  your  ev-'ry    sin, 

is  both  anx-ious  and     will  -  ing 
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Yes,    Je     -     -     sus,  Je       -       sus,    Is      a  -  ble    to  save  to  the 

Je-sus,  the    won-der-ful     Sav-ior    of    men, 
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He  Game  to  Rescue  Us. 
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ut-ter-most;Then  whol-ly  trust  Him,  He'll  help  you  each  vict'ry  to       win. 
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No  39  Softly  Now  the  Light  of  Day. 

Geo.  W.  Doane.  Ira  Evans  Hicks. 


1.  Soft-ly       now  the    light    of      day     Fades  up  -  on       our  sight    a  -  way; 

2.  Soon  for    me     the    light    of      day    Shall    for  -  ev    -    er    pass    a  -  way; 
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Free  from  care,  from  la  -  bor      free,  Lord,   I       would  commune  with  Thee. 
Then,irom  sin     audsor-row     free,  Take  me,     Lord,   to  dwell    with  Thee. 
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Thou,whose all  per-vad-ing      eye    Naught  es-capes  with-out,  with    -    in. 
Thou,who, sin -less,  vet  hast    known     All    of  man's  in  -  firm  -  i    -    ty. 
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Par -don    each      in  -  firm  -  i  -  ty,    Cleanse  me, Lord, from  ev  - 'ry   sin. 
Then, from  thine    e    -    ter  -  nal  throne,  Look  with  pit  -  y,     Lord,  on  me. 
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No.  40 


One  Day  Nearer  Home. 


I.  E.  H. 


Solo  or  Unison. 


Ira  Evans  Hicks. 
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1.  Now   an-oth-er  day  is  end  -  ed,        And  the  evening  shadows  come; 

2.  As     the  va-por  in  the  morn  -  ing,       Flees  be-fore  the  ris-ing  sun, 

3.  As     the  weaver's flving  shut  -  tie,       To     and  fro  is  deft-Iy  passed; 
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In  the  twilight  sings  the  Chris-tian,  "We  are  one  day  near-er  home.". . 

So  our  lives  are  swift-ly  fly  -  ing,  _Now  an-oth-er  day  is     gone 

mark  the  last 


So  our  days  are  quickly  pass  -  ing,  Each  daVs  close  maymj 
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CHORUS.  JYrsi  Tenor  take  small  notes 
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We      are  one  day  near-er  home,  There's  one    day  less    to 

to  our  heav'nly  home,  U  . 
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come  Of  tears  and  sighs,  Of  sad  good-bys  For 

one  day  less  to  come  and  sighs,  good-bys 
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we    are  one  day  near-er  home; Soon  our  journey  will   be 

to  our  heav'nly  Father's  home: 
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One  Day  Nearer  Home. 
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o'er;  We'll  stand  at  heaven's  door,  And,  6,  how 

for  -  ev  -  er-more,  at  heav-en's  door, 
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sweet!      Our  Lord  to  meet,         And    be  with  Him  for-ev- er-more. 

how  sweet!    bless-ed    Lord  to  meet,  for-ev-er-more. 
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No.  41 

E.  W.  Blandly. 


The  Way  of  the  Gross. 


Arr.  from  P.  P.  Bliss. 
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1.  I      can  hear  my  Sav-iour  call-ing,      I 

2.  I'll  go  with  Him  thro' the  gar  -  den,    Pll 

3.  I'll  go  with  Him  thro' the  judg-ment,  I'll 

4.  He  will  give  me  grace  and  glo  -  ry,     He 


can  hear  my  Sav-iour  call-ing, 
go  with  Him  thro' the  gar-den, 
go  with  Him  thro'  the  judgment, 
will  give  me  grace  and    glo  -  ry, 
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D.C.-  Where  He  leads  me   I  will  fvi  -  low,  Where  He  leads  me     I     will  fol-low, 


ad  lib. 


D.  C.for  Chorus. 
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I  can  hear  my  Sav-iour  call-ing, "Take  thy  cross  and  fol-low, fol  -  low  Me.' 
I'll  go  with  Him  thro'  the  gar-den,  I'll  go  with  Him,withHimall  the  way. 
I'll  go  with  Him  thro'  the  judgment,  I'll  go  with  Him,withHimall  the  way. 
He  will  give  me  grace  and  glo-ry,     And  go  with  me,  with  me  all  the  way. 
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Where  He  leads  me  I     will  fol-low,    III  go  with  Him,with  Him  all  the  way. 


No.  42 


Ed.  Eldad. 
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Will  Meet  You  There 

3 
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Ira  Evans  Hicks. 
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1.  When  my  jour-neyhere    is    end  -  ed    and  my  work    is  done,  When    I 

2.  When  we  reach  the  heav'n-ly  man-sions  Je  -  sus   hath  pre-pared  For    the 

3.  When  we     at    the  bless-ed  Mas-ter's  feet  our  sheaves  lay  down, And  each 

4.  While  the      a  -  ges     of      e  -  ter  -  ni  -  ty  shall  on -ward  roll,  Bring-ing 

■£ — ^-,-e — 0 — » — 0 — 0 — 0 — 0— 


reach  the  Fa-ther's  king-dom  far    be  -  yond  the    sun;    And  with   Je 
saints  who  faith-ful-ly      on  earth  His     sor-rows  shared;  If      I      en  -  ter 
la  -  b'rer  is      re-ward-ed    with    a       star -ry  crown,  Midst  the  throng  of 
day    by    day  more  joy    in  -  to    my     rapt-ured  soul;     In  that  bliss  -  ful 

-0-       -0-       -0-       -#-       -0-       -0- 
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Christ, my  Sav-ior,    in   that  cit  -  y     fair, 
thro'  the    por-tals    of  some  man-sion    fair 
ran-somed  ones  who  in    His    glo  -  ry    share, 
hap  -  py  coun-try  that  shall  have  no     end, 
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I  shall  join  my  saint  -  ed 
Just    to  greet  it's  hap-py 

If  I  scan  their  hap  -  py 
Made  par  -  tak  -  er      of     its 
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Chorus. 
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loved  ones  will  you  meet  me  there? 
own  -  er,    will    I     find  you  there?  Yes, 
fac  -  es     will    I     find  you  there? 
glo  -  ry     will    I     find  you, friend? 


will  meet  you  there, 

Meet  you  there, 
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Yes,   I  will  meet  you  there, 
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When  my  journey  here  is  end-ed    I  will 


meet  you  there,  -    ~P-  -0~_  '*■  -jfz  ~P~  ~*\ 
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I  Will  Meet  You  There. 
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meet  you  there.  Yes,  I  will  meet  you  there,  Yes,   I  will  meet  you 

N  meet  you  there, 


ii^iiiiSliiSiipi!^ 


s 


r     *     a     -*     i> 


— #- 


7Tfr  -  -  *  k 

there,  When  we  reach  the  Father's  Kingdom  I   will  meet  you  there. 

meet  you  there,  -      ~*~    "#"     "^' 


meet  you  there,  -      ~*~      F"     "F_     ^L  ^-^ 


No.  43 


My  Country,  Tis  of  Thee. 
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Arr.  by  Henry  Carey. 

-4 

1.  My  country! 'tis  of  thee.Sweet  land  of  lib -er-ty,     Of  thee  I     sing;Land  where  our 

2.  My  na-tive  country,thee,Land  of  the  no-ble  free,  Thy  name  I  love;      I  love  thy 

3.  Let  music  swell  the  breeze,  And  ring  fro » all  the  trees  Sweet  freedom's  song;   Let  mor-tal 

4.  Our  father's  God,  to  thee,  Au-thor  of  lib -er-ty,     To  thee  we  sing;  Long  may  our 
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fathers  died, Land  of  the  pilgrim's  pride,From  ev'ry  mountain  side,Let  freedom  ring, 
rocks  and  rills,Thy  woods  and  templed  hills,My  heart  with  rapture  thrills  Like  that  above. 
tongues  awake,Let  all  that  breathe  partake, Let  rocks  their  silence  break, The  sound  prolong, 
land  be  bright  Withfreedom's  holy  light,Pro-tect  us  by  thy  might,Great  God, our  King. 
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No.  44. 


Saved  for  Service. 


Dedicated  to  Evangelist  M.  B.  Williams,  organizer  of  t/ie  first  Sa<edfor  Service  Band< 
I.  E.  H.  Ira  E.  Hicks. 


Saved  for  Serv-ice,  we're  a 
Je  -  sus  gave  His  life  for 
There  are  lost  ones  here  for 
Hark!  the  Mas-ter's  voice  is 

I         I        is 
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loy  -  al    band,  March-ing   on-ward    at    our 

you  and    me,     Paid    the  price,  redeemed  and 

us      to    save,   From    e  -  ter-nal  death  be- 

call-ing   you,    Cour- age,  then,  be  faith-ful, 
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Lord's  com-mand;  Ev  -  er  read  -  y      at    His  call     o    -    bey,    Serv  -  ing 

Bet         us    free;  Now   our  tal-ents  un  -  to   Him  we      give,       In    His 

Jrond     the  grave;  On-ward,  then,  ye  Saved  for  Serv-ice    Band,  Snatch  them 

oy    -    al    true;  As      the       or  -  der  comes  for    us     to      go,      Strong  and 
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Chorus. 
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Je  -  sus    all     a  -  long  the  way. 

serv  -  ice    we  will   dai  -  ly     live.  Saved  for  serv-ice,   let  the  watchword  ring, 

now  from  Sa-tan's  cm  -  el    hand. 

stead-y     let     us    face  the    foe. 
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Saved  for  Serv-ice     to    our   glo-rious  King,   On-ward  march-ing    to    the 
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home      a    -    bove, 
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Tell     the    sto-ry,    we    are    Baved    to     serve. 
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No.  45. 

I.  E.  H. 


Gome  Home. 


Ira  E.  Hicks. 
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1.  0    wan-d'rer,    a  -  way  on    the  mount  -  ain  cold,  Why 

2.  0     list     to    the  Sav-iour's  en  -  treat  -  ing  voice,    So 

3.  0     sin  -  ner,  His  voice  will  not      al  -  ways  call,     To 
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sin  wilt  thou  roam;  The  Shep-herd  is  call -ing  you  to  the  fold,  Come 
bid-  ding  you  come;  He's  long-  ing  to  make  Thy  poor  heart  re-joice,  Come 
be    the  last    plea;     He'll  leave  you  a  -  lone  in    sin's  bit  -  ter  thrall,  Thro' 
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home,  0    sin-ner,  come  home. 

home,  0  wand'rer,come  home.  Come  home, 0  sinner,come  home, The  Sav-ior  is 

all       e  -  ter    -    ni  -  ty. 
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call-ing  for  thee;  Come  home,  0  sinner, come  home,  While  mercy  and  pardon  are 
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free;  Come  home,  0  sin-ner,come  home,  This  call  may  be  mercy's  last  plea. 
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No.  46. 


What.  Are  You  DoinS? 


Mrs.  Frank  A.  IJreck. 


Ira  E.  Hicks. 


0       what    are  you      do  -  ing 

0       what    are  you      do  -  ing 

0       some-where  do    some-thing 

When  life  and  its   work    shall 
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full    of     sor  -  row    and 
ed     on  pur   -   pose    to 
trav  -  el  swift       in    their 
ter   the    cit    -    y       a    - 
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sin,          Are  you     win  - 
do         Some-thing  use 
flight;     What  -  so  -  ev 
far,         Sure  -  ly      you 
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souls  for  His     king-dom,  When  there  waiteth  so  man  -  y     to  win? 

hon  -  or   the     Mas  -  ter  Who  once  sorrowed  and  suf-fered  for  you. 

thing  your  hand  find  -  eth,      De    -    lay    not    to      do   with  your  might, 

wish  to     be     wear  -  ing      A     crown  that  has  nev  -  er     a  star. 
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Chorus. 
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What  are  you  do  -  ing  for     Je  -  sus,  What  are  you  do  -  ing  to  -  day, 
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Je  -  sus  has  called  you  to  serv  -  ice,   0    ask  Him  to  show  you  the   way 
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No.  47.  God  Will  Take  Gare  of  You! 

Dedicated  to  my  wife  Mrs.  John  A.  Don--. 


C.  D.  Martin. 


1.  Be     not  dis-mayed  what-e'er  b3-tide, 

2.  Thro'  days  of  toil  when  heart  doth  fail, 

3.  All    you  may  need  He  will  pro-vide, 

4.  Lone-ly    and    sad,  from  friends  a-part, 

5.  No  mat-ter  what  may  be    the  test, 


W.  S.  Martin. 


God  will  take  care 

God  will  take  care 

God  will  take  care 

God  will  take  care 

God  will  take  care 
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you! 
you! 
you! 
you! 
you! 
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a  -  bide,    God  will  take  care    of    you! 

as- sail,     God  will  take  care    of    you! 
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Be-neath  His  wings     of      love 

When  dangers  fierce  your  path 

Nothing  you     ask     will     be       de  -  nied,  God  will  take  care    of    you! 

With  peace  He'll  fill  your    ach  -  ing   heart,    God  will  take   care    of    you! 

Lean,  wea-ry    one,  up  -  on     His  breast,  God  will  take  care    of   you! 
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Chorus. 


God  will  take  care      of    you,    Thro'   ev  - 'ry  day,      o'er    all    the  way; 
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He    will    take      care    of    you;      God   will  take   cr».re    of     you! 

take     care     of   you! 
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No.  48 

James  Rowe. 


Never  Despair. 

COPYRIGHT,  1912.   BY  B.  D.  ACKLEY. 
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-U- 


p*^ 


*23* 


1.  Nev-er    de-spair  un-der    tri  -  al, 

2.  God  will  send  on  -  ly  such  bur  -  dens 

3.  Nev-er   de-spair  un-der  tri  -  al, 

4.  Soon  He  may  call  thee  to  heav  -  en, 
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Je  -  sus    is  close  to  thine  heart; 
As  thou  art     a  -  ble     to    bear; 
Ev  -  er    be   pa-tient    and   strong; 
There  to    a  -  bide   ev  -  er  -  more; 
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Wait-ing  to  an-swer  thy  prayer,  Read  -  y  new  strength  to  im  -  part. 
Al-ways  re  -  mem-ber  He  loves  thee,  Trust  Him  and  nev-er  de  -  spair 
Sighs  shall  be  turned  in  -  to  laugh-ter,  Sor-row  and  pain  in  -  to  song. 
Oh,  when  thy  tri  -  als   are    heav-y,     Think  of   the   rap-ture    in     store. 
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Nev-er   de-spair,  nev-er  de-spair,   Je-sus  is  read-y  your  burden  to  share; 
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Turn  from  Him  never, trust  Him  for-ev-er,  Nev-er,  no,  nev-er  de-spair 

no    nev-er    de-spair. 
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49-      Battle  Hymn  of  the  Republic. 

Julia  Warjd  Howe. 
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1.  Mine    eyes  have  seen  the  glo -  ry   of    the   com  -  ing  of  the  Lord;      He    i3 

2.  I  have  seen  Him  in  ttie  watch-fires  of  a      hun-dred  cir-cling  camps;  They  have 

3.  He  has  sounded  forth  the  trump-et  that  shall  nev  -  er  call  re  -  treat;  He    is 

4.  In  the  beau  -  ty  of    the  lil  -  ies,  Christ  was  born  a-cross    the    sea,    With  a 
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trampling  out  the  vint-age  where  the  grapes  of  wrath  are  stored;  He  hath  loosed  the 
build-ed  Him  an  al  -  tar  in  the  eve- ning  dews  and  damps;  I  have  read  His 
sift -ing  out  the  hearts  of  men  be -fore  His  judgment-seat;  Oh,  be  swift,  my 
glo  -  ry  in  His  bos  -  om  that  trans-fig -ures  you  and  me;  As  He  died  to 
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fate-ful  light-ning  of    His  ter  -  ri-ble,  swift  sword,  His  truth  is  marching  om 

righteous  sen-tence  by  the  dim  and  flar- ing  lamps,  His   day  is  marching  on. 

soul,    to  an -swerHim'.be  ju  -  bi -lant,  my  feet!   Our  God. is  marching  on. 

make  men  ho  -  ly,  let    us  die    to  make  men  free,While  God  is  marching  on. 
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Glo  -  ry,    glo  -  ry,  hal-le  -  lu   -  jah!  His    truth     is      marching        on. 
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No.  50. 

F.J.Crosby. 


Blessed  Assurance. 


COPYRIGHT,    1373.   BY  JCS.  F.  KNAPP. 


Mrs.  J.  F.  Knapp. 


1.  Bless -ed  as  -  sur-ance,  Je-sus  is     mine!    Oh,  what    a  fore  -  taste  of 

2.  Per  -feet  sub-mis  -sion,  per  -feet  de  -  light,     Vis-ions    of  rap  -  ture  now 

3.  Per -feet  sub-mis -sion,  all    is    at    rest,      I,      in     my  Sav  -  ior    am 
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glo-ry   di  -  vinel    Heir    of  sal-va-tion,  purchase  of  God,    Born  of  His 
burst  on  my  sight,     An  -  gels  de  -  scend-ing,  bringfrom  a  -  bove,    Ech  -  oes  of 
hap  -  py  and  blest,    Watching  and  wait-ing  look  -  ing  a  -  bove,  Filled  with  His 
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Spir  -  it,  washed  in    His    blood. 

mer  -  cy,  whis  -  pers  of     love.        This  is    my      sto  -  ry,     This   is  my 

good-ness,  lost     in    His    love.  m      m      m  m        m      m      m 
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song,    Prais  -  ing  my   Sav  -  ior      all    the  day    long;        This   is   my 
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sto  -  ry,   this  is  my  song;    Prais  -  ing  my  Sav  -  ior  all  the  day    long. 
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No:  51.        The  Ghurch  in  the  Wildwood 


Dr.  Wm.  S.  Pitts. 


1/ 

1.  There's  a  church  in  the  val-ley  by    the  wild  -  wood,  No  love  -  li  -  er 

2.  How        sweet  on    a     clear,  Sab-bath  morn- ing     To  list    to    the 

3.  There,      close  by   the  church  in    the  val  -  ley,     Lies         one  that  I 

4.  There,      close  by    the  side      of  that  loved  one,  'Neath  the  tree  where  the 
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place  in    the  dale;    No        spot  is     so  dear    to     my  child-hood  As   the 
clear  ring -ing  bell;    Its       tones  so        sweet  -ly     are  call  -  ing,  Oht 
loved  so  well;    She    sleeps,  sweetly  sleeps 'neath  the  wil  -  low;  Dis- 

wild  flow-ers  bloom, When  the  fare-well      hymn  Bhall  be  chant  -ed,    1    shall 
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D.  S.— spot  is     so  dear    to     wy  child-hood  As    the 
Chorus. 
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lit-tle  brown  church  in    the  vale, 

come  to  the  church  in    the  vale, 

turb.   not  her  rest   in    the  vale, 

rest      by  her  side   \tf>  the  trrhib 


Come  to  tha 
Oh,  come,  come,  come,  come,  come,  come, 
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tit-tie  brown  church  in    the  vale. 
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church  by  the  wild   -   wood,  Oh,  come  to  the  church  in  the  dale; 
come,  come,     come,  come,  come,  come,  come,  come,  ccme,  come,     come,  come,  come: 
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The  Home  Over  There. 


Huntington. 


T.  C.  O'Kane, 


1.  0,  think  of    a  home  o  -  ver  there,  By  the  side  of  the  riv  -er  of  light, 

2.  0,  think  of  the  friends  o-ver  there,  "Who  be-fore  us  the  journey  have  trod, 

3.  My  Sav-ior    is  now  o-ver  there,There  my  kindred  and  friends  are  at  rest; 

4.  I'll  soon  be   at  home  o-ver  there,  For  the  end  of  my  jour-ney  I    see;' 
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Over  there. 
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Where  the  saints  all  immor-tal  and  fair,  Are  robed  in  their  garments  of  white. 

Of    the  songs  that  they  breathe  on  the  air,  In  their  home  in  the  pal-ace  of  God. 

Then      a-way  from  my  sorrrow  and  care,  Let  me  fly   to  the  land  of  the  blest. 

Ma    -    ny  dear  to  my  heart  o-ver  there,  Are  watching  and  waiting  for  me. 

|   O-ver  there. 


Refrain.- 
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0  -  ver  there, 

0  -  ver  there, 

0  -  ver  there, 

O-ver  there, 

0  -  ver  there. 


v    v  T  u 
o  -  ver  there,  0,  think  of  the  home  o  -  ver  there, 

o  -  ver  there,  0,  think  of  the  friends  o-ver  there, 

o-ver  there,  My  Sav-ior  is  now  o-ver  there, 

o  -  ver  there,  I'll  soon  be  at  home  o  -  ver  there, 


o  -  ver  there, 


o  -  ver  there, 


-#-  -&- 


mmmm^ 


=•      .  * 


~p 


1 


0  -  ver  there,  o  -  ver  there,  o-ver  there,  0,  think  of    a  home  o  -  ver  there. 

0  -  ver  there,  o  -  ver  there,  o-ver  there,  0,  think  of  the  friends  o  -  ver  there. 

0  -  ver  there,  o  -  ver  there,  o-ver  there,  My  Sav  -  ior  is   now  o  -  ver  there. 

0  -  ver  there,  o  -  ver  there,  o-ver  there,  I'll  soon  be  at  home  o  -  ver  there. 

0  -  ver  there. 

Used  by  i>erniissiou  of  tue  Author. 
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Ghrist  is  Goming. 


Ira  Evans  Hicks. 


Chas.  H.  Gabriel. 
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1.  Lift  your  eyes  ye  wea  -  ry  Chris-tians,   See  your  Lord      is  draw-ing  nigh; 

2.  Cease  your  sighing  and    re  -  pin  -  ing,     Lift  your  fac  -   es     to     the  sky! 

3.  Mourn  not  o'er  de-part  -  ed  loved  ones,   At  Clnist's  com-ing  they  shall  rise; 

4.  We  shall  all    be  like   theMas-ter,   When  we    see     Him  by    and  by, 
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Soon  the  splen-dor  of    His  com  -  ing,  Will     a-dcrn    the  east -ern 

Christ  your  Lord  is  quick-ly  com-ing!  Your  re-demp-tion  draw-eth 

With  them  in  the  clouds  as- cend- ing,  We    shall  meet  Him  in     the 

Changed  in  -  to   His  glo-rious    im  -  age,  In      the  twink  -  ling  of      an 
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skies. 
eye. 
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Chorus. 
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Hal  -  le  -  lu-jah!  Christ  is     com-ing!   Ban-ish   ev  -  'ry  sad       re  -  train! 
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Join   ye  saints  the  joy- ful  cho-rus,  Christ  is  com-ing    back     to'  reign. 
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Copyright.  1914,  by  Ira  Evans  Hicks. 


No   54,  Home  of  the  Sou!. 

Mrs.  EHcn  H.  Gate*. 


Philip  Phillips. 
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1.  I  will  eing  you  a    song  of  that  beau- ti-fuf  land,  The  far    a-wayhome 

2.  Oh,  that  home  of  the  soul  in  my  visions  and  dreams, Its  bright,  jasper  walls 

3.  That  un-change-a-ble  home  is  for  you  and  for  me,  Where  Je-sus  of  Naz- 

4.  Oh,  how  sweet  it  will  be  in  that  beau-ti-ful     land,  So  free  from  all  sor- 
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of  the  soul,  Where  no  storms  ever  beat  on  the  glittering  strand,  While  the  years 
I    can  see;  Till    I  fan  -  cy  but  thin  -  ly  the  vail   in-ter-venes     Be   -    tween 
ar  -  eth  stands,  The  King    of  all  kingdoms  for  -  ev-  er,  is  He,    And  he  hold- 
row  and  pain;  With  songs  on  our  lips  and  with  harps  in  our  hands,         To     meet 
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of  e  -  ter  -  ni  -  ty  roll ,  While  the  years  of  e  -  ter  -  ni  -  ty  roll;  Where  no  storms 
the  fair  ci  -  ty  and  me,  Bo  -  tween  the  fair  cit  -  y  and  me;  Till  I  fan- 
eth  our  crowns  in  His  hands.  And  He  holdeth  our  crowns  in  His  hands;  The  King 
one  an  -  oth  -  er  a-gain,       To  meet  one  an-  oth  -  er  a-  gain;  With  songs 
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er  beat     on  the  glit-ter-ing  strand,  While  the  years  of  e-ter-ni-ty  roll, 
cy    but  thin  -  ly  the  vail  in-ter-venes    Be -tween  the  fair  cit  -  y  and   me. 
of     all  kingdoms  for  -  ev  -  cr  is  He,  And  Ho  holdeth  our  crowns  in  His  hands. 
on   our  lips   and  with  harps  in  our  hands,  To  meet  one  an  -  oth-  er  a  -  gain. 
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No/ 55,  I  Love  to  Tell  the  Story. 

Catherine  Hankey.  William  G.  Fischer. 
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i.  I  love  to  tell  the  sto 

2.  I  love  to  tell  the  sto 

3.  I  love  to  tell  the  sto 

4.  I  love  to  tell  the  sto 


ry  Of    on  -  seen  things  a  -  bove, 

ry,  More  won  -  der  -  ful  it  seems 

ry;  "lis  pleas  -  ant  to  re -peat 

ry,  For  those  who  know  it  best 
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Je  -  sus  and  His    glo  -  ry,  Of     Je  -  sus  and    His  love.         I    love  to 

all    the  gold -en  fan  -  cies  Of    all  our  gold  -  en    dreams.     1    love   to 

seems,  each  time  I.  tell  it,  More  won-der  -  ful  -  ly  sweet.       I    love  to 

hun  -  ger  -  ing  and  thirst-ing  To    hear  it   like   the  rest,     And,  when,  in 
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tell    the 
tell     the 
tell    the 
scenes  of 

0        0 

sto  -  ry, 
Bto  -  ry, 
sto  -  ry, 
glo  -  ry, 

J.   J 

Be  -  cause  I  know  *Ti3    true; 
It      did    so  much    for      me; 
For  some  have  nev  -  er    heard 
I      sing  the  new,  new    song, 
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It  sat  -  is  -  fie3      my 
And  that  13  just     the 
The  message   of    eal- 
Twill  be  the  old,   old 
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Chorus. 
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long  -  ing3  A3  noth  -  ing  else  can  do.  ' 

rea  -  son      I    tell       it  now  to  thee.        I  love    to  tell    the  sto  -  ry,  'Twill 

va  -  tion    From  God'3  own  ho-  ly  word. 

sto  -  ry       That  I  have  loved  so  long. 


be  my  theme  in  glo-  ry    To  tell  the  ol  1,  old    sto  -  ry  Of  Je  -  sus  ar.d  His  love. 
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No.  56. 


H.  R.  P. 


Yield  Not  to  Temptation, 

OR.  H.  R.  PALMER,  OWNFR  OF  COPYRIGHT. 


H.  R.  Palmer. 


*=fc 


1.  Yield  not   to   temp-ta  -  tion,  For  yield-ing  is      sin,        Each    vic-t'rywill 

2.  Shun  e  -  vil  com-pan-ions,  Bad  language  dis-dain,        God's  name  hold  in 

3.  To    him  that  o'er-com-eth  God  giv-eth  a  crown,      Thro' faith  we  shall 
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help  you  Some  oth  -  er  to  win;  Fight  man  -  ful  -  ly  on  -  ward, 
rev'rence,  Nor  take  it  in  vain;  Be  thoughtful  and  earn  -  est, 
con-quer,    Though  oft  -  en  cast  'down;     He      who     is    our    Sav  -*ior, 
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Dark  pas-sions  sub-  due,  Look  ev  -  er  to  Je - sus,  He'll  carry  yon  through. 
Kind-heart-ed  and  true,  Look  ev-erto  Je-sus,  He'll  carry  you  through. 
Our  strength  will  re-new,      Look  ev  -  er  to  Je-sus,   He'll  carry  you  through. 
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Chorus. 


h   ,  h     f.     r» 


t^i 


!•- 


j=3-?-g-J 


m. 


Ask    the    Sav  -  ior  to    help   you,     Com -fort,  strengthen  and  keep  you; 
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He     is  *  will  -  ing   to    aid     you, 
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He     will   car  -  ry  you    through. 
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Day  is  Dying  in  the  West. 


flary  Ann  Lathbury. 


COPYRIGHT,   1877,  BY  J.  H.  VINCENT. 


William  F.  Sherwln. 


1.  Day    is  dy  -  ing     in  the  west;Heav'n  is  touching  earth  with  rest;  Wait  and 

2.  Lord    of  life    be-neath  the  dome  Of       the    u  -  ni-verse,  Thy  home, Gath-er 

3.  While  the  deep'ning  shadows  fall,  Heart  of  love,  en  -  fold  -  ing  all,  Thro'  the 

4.  When  for-  ev  -  er  from  our  sight  Pass  the  stars,  the  day,  the  night, Lord  of 

h 


Ffo-fr-s-J— 44 jt=B»— 4-4-^+4 — 4—4— pFF^n*^E=£ 

u  i  t  r    i 


IH 

wor-ship  while  the  night  Sets  her  evening  lamps  a-light  Thro'  all  the    sky. 
us    who  seek  Thy  face  To    the  fold  of  Thy  embrace,  For  Thou  art  nigh, 
glo  -  ry  and  the  grace  Of    the  stars  that  veil  Thy  face, Our  hearts  as-cend. 
an -gels,   on  our  eyes  Let  e  -  ter  -  nal  morning  rise,  And  shadowy  end. 
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Refrain. 


Ho  -  ly,   Ho  -  !y,  Ho  -  ly,    Lord  God  of    Hostsl  Heav'n  and  earth  are 


fck 


fe 


f 


t 


^ig^ii 


ip^mgi 


full  of  Thee;  Heav'n  and  earth  are  prais-ing  Thee,  0  Lord     Most     High! 
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No.  58. 


Jesus  Bids  Us  Shine. 


COPYRIGHT,   1884.   BY  E.  O.  EXCELL. 
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1.  Je  -  sus  bids  us  shine,  With  a    clear,  pure    light,  Like    a      lit  -  tie 

2.  Je  -  sus  bids  us  shine,  First  of      all     for     Him;  Well  He  sees  and 

3.  Je  -  sus  bids  us  shine,  Then,  for    all       a  -  round  Man  -  y.  kinds  of 

4.  Je  -sus  bids  us  shine,   As    we    work    for    Him,  Bring  -  ing  thW  that 
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can  -  die  Burn  -  ing  in     the    night;       In    this  world  of    dark  -  ness 

knows  it  If     our  light    is      dim;       He  looks  down  from  heav  -  en, 

dark -ness  In     this  world   a  -  bound, — Sin    and  want  and    sor  -  row; 

wan  -  der  From  the  paths  of      sin;        He    will     ev  -  er     help     us, 
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We        must  shine,     You  in  your  small  cor  -  ner,  And  I  in  mine 

Sees      us       shine,     You  in  your  small  cor  -  ner,  And  I  m  mine. 

We        must  shine,     You  in  your  small  cor  -  ner,  And  I  in  mine. 

If          we      shine,     You  in  your  small  cor  -  ner,  And  I  in  mine. 
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Jesus  Loves  Me. 

(The  favorite  Hymn  of  Coin*) 


No.  59. 


V 


Win.  B.  Bradbury. 
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sus  loves  me!  this  I  know,  For  the  Bi  -  ble  tells  me  so;  Lit  -  tie 
sus  loves  me!  He  who  died,  Heaven's  gate  to  'o  -  pen  wide; He  will 
sus  loves  me!  loves  mo  still,  ThoM'm  ver  -  y  weak  and  ill;  From  His 
sus  loves  me!  He  will  stay   Close  be  -  side  me  all  the  way;    If    I 
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2.  Je 

3.  Je 

4.  Je 
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Jesus  Loves  Me. 


Chorus. 
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ones  to  Him  be-long,  They  are  weak  but  He  is  strong 

wash  a  -  way  my  sin,   Let    His   lit  -  tie  child  come  in.   Yes,  Je-sus  loves  me, 

shining  throne  on  high,  Comes  to  watch  me  where  I  lie. 

love  Him  when  I    die,     He  will  take  me  home  on  high.  +.  £.  £.« 
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Yes,  Je  -  bus  loves  me,  Yes,  Je  -  sus  loves  me,  The  Bi  -  ble  tells  me  so. 


No.  60. 

Alexcenah  Thomas. 


Bring  Them  In. 

COPYRIGHT.  1885,  BY  W.  A.  OGDEN. 


W.  A.  Ogdea. 


1.  Hark!  'tis  the  Shepherd's  voice  I  hear,    Out  in  the  des  -  ert  dark  and  drear, 

2.  Who'll  go  and  help  this  Shepherd  kind,  Help  Him  the  wand'ring  ones  to  find? 

3.  Out      in  the  des  -  ert  hear  their  cry,  Out  on  the  mountains  wild  and  high, 
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Call  -  ing  the  sheep  who've  gone  a-stay  Far  from  the  Shepherd's  fold  a-  way. 
Who'll  bring  the  lost  ones  to  the  fold,  Where  they'll  be  sheltered  from  the  cold? 
Hark!  'tis  theMas-ter  speaks  to  thee,  "Go  find  my  sheep  wher-e'er  they  be.,, 
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sus. 


/  Bring  them  in,  Bring  them  in, Bring  them  in  from  the  fields  of  sin;   \ 

( Bring  them  in,  Bring  them  in, Bring  the  wand'ring  ones  to  J  Je  - 
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No.  61 


♦Tell  It  Again. 


Mrs.  M.  B.  C.  Slade. 


R.  M.  Mcintosh. 
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1.  In  -    to     a  tent  where  a    gip  -  sy  boy  lay,      Dy-ing    a -lone,  at  the 

2.  "Did  He    so  love  me,    a  poor  lit -tie  boy?  Send  un-to    me  the  good 

3.  Bend-ing,  we  caught  the  last  words  of  his  breath,  Just  as    he    en-tered  the 

4.  Smil-ing,  he  said,  as   his  last  sigh  was  spent,  "I     am  so  glad  that  for 
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close    of    the    day,     News    of    sal-va-tion  we      car-ried;  said  he: 
ti  -  dings  of     joy?     Need     I    not    per-ish?— my  hand  will    He  hold? 
val  -  ley    of  death:  "God  sent  His  Son! — who-so  -  ev  -  er!"6aid  he; 
me      He  was  sent!"  Whispered,  while  low  sank  the    sun     in     the  west: 
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D.  S.—Till  none  can 
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of     the    chil  -  dren  of    men, 
Fine.  Chorus. 
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1 

"No-bod-y     ev  -  er    has  told    it     to    me!" 

No-bod-y     ev  -  er    the  sto  -  ry    has  told!"       ■      . 

"Then  I     am  sure  that  He  sent  Him  for    me!"    TeU    "      a  "  gamI 

"Lord,  I      be-lievel  tell  it  now    to    the    rest!" 
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"iW-  6od  -  y      ev  -  er    Aas    <oZrf    me    6e  -fore!" 
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tell    it 
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a  -  gain!    Sal  -  va-tion's  sto  -  ry    re -peat  o'er  and    o'er, 
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*A  home  missionary  visited  a  dying  boy  in  a  gipsy  tent;  bending  over  him,  he  said:  "God  so  loved 
the  world,  that  He  gave  His  onlv  Son,  that  whosoever  believeth  in  Him  should  not  perish,  bat  have 
everlasting  life."    The  dying  boy  heard  and  whispered:  "Nobody  ever  told  me." 


No.  62. 


Arise,  My  Sou!,  Arise. 


Charles  Wesley 


Har.  by  Ira  Evans  Hicks. 


1.  A    -    rise, 

2.  He        ev 

3.  Five 

4.  Tbe 

5.  To 


bleed 
Fa  - 
God 


my  soul,  a  -  rise,   Shake  off         thy    guilt   -    y 

er  lives  a  -  bove,   For  me  to      in    -     ter- 

ing  wounds      He  bears,  Re    -  ceived     on     Cal   -  va- 

ther  hears  Him   pray,  His  dear        A  -  noint  -  ed 

I'm  rec     -      on  -  tiled;  His  par  -  d'ning  voice       I 


fears;  The  bleed    -    ing     Sac     -     ri  -  fice      In  thy        be  -  half     ap- 

cede;_His    all      -      re  -  deem  -  ing     love    His  pre  -  cious  blood  to 

ef  -  feet    -    ual  prayers,  They  strong  -  iy  plead  for 

not      turn  a  -  way    The  pres  -  ence  of        His 

me     for  His     child;   I  can       no  long  -  er 


ry;    They  pour 
One;  He      can    - 
hear;  He    owns 
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pears;  Be-fore  the  throne  my    Sure  -  ty  stands,  My  name  is      writ  -  ten 
plead;  His  blood  a-toned  for       all    our   race,  And   sprink-zes    now     the 
me;  "For-give  him,  0      for  -  give,"  they  cry,  "Nor     let    the    ran  - 
Son:   His  Spir  -  it     an-swers      to     the  blood,  And    tells  me     I 
fear:  With  con-fi-dence     I      now  draw  nigh,  And  "Fa  -  ther,  Ab  - 
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on  His  hands,  My  name  is 
throne  of  grace,  And  sprink  -  les 
sin   -  ner  die,"  "Nor     let  the 

born  of  God,  And  tells  me 
Fa  -  ther,"  cry,  And  "Fa     -    ther, 
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writ    -    ten 
now        the 
ran    -  somed 
I  am 

Ab    -     ba, 
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throne 
sin 
born 
Fa     - 
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His  hands, 
of  grace. 
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ther,"  cry. 
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No.  63. 

J.  H.  Qllmore. 


He  Leadeth  Me. 


Win,  B.  Bradbury. 
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1.  He    lead-ethme:    0    bless-ed  tho't!  0  words  with  heav'nlycom-fort  fraught! 

2.  Sometimes'mid  scenes  of  deepest  gloom,  Sometimes  where  Eden's  bowers  bloom, 

3.  Lord,  I  would  clasp  Thy  hand  in  mine,  Nor  ev  -  er  mur-mur      or  re -pine; 

4.  And  when  my  task  on  earth  is  done,  When  by  Thy  grace  the  vict'ry'swon, 
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Wh&t-e'er  I  do,  wher-e'er  I  be,  Still  'tis  God'3  hand  that  lead-ethme. 
By  Wft  -  ters  still,  o'er  troub-led  sea— Still  'tis  God's  hand  that  lead-eth  me. 
Con-tent,  what-ev  -  er  lot  I  see,  Since  'tis  my  God  that  lead-eth  me. 
E'en  death's  cold  wave  I  will  not   flee,  Since  God  thro'  Jor  -  dan  lead-eth  me. 
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Chorus 
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He  leadeth  me,  He  lead-eth  me,  By  His  own  hand  He  leadeth  me; 
His  faithful  follow'r  I    would  be,  For  by  His  hand  Ho 
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leadeth  me. 


No.  64 


Close  to  Thee. 


Fanny  J.  Crosby. 
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Silas  J.  '.ail. 
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1.  Thou,  my  ev  -  er-last-ing  por-tion,  More  than  friend  or  life    to     me; 

2.  Not     for  ease    or  world -ly  pleas -ure,  Nor    for  fame  my  prayer  shall  be; 

3.  Lead  me  thro'  the  vale    of  shad  -  ows,  Bear  me   o'er  life's  fit  -  ful     sea; 
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Glose  to  Thee. 
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D.S.— All  a  -  long  my  pil -grim  jour- ney,  Sav  -ior,  let  me  walk  wi^i  Thee. 
D.S.— Glad-ly  will  I  toil  and  suf  -  fer,  On  -  ly  let  me  walk  with  Thee. 
D.S.— Then  the  gate  of     life    e  -  ter  -  nal  May    I      en- tor,  Lord,  with  Thee. 
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Refrain. 
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Close 


Thee,    close     to  Thee,    Close 


to  Thee,    close 


to 


Thee; 
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No.  65. 


James  Nicholson, 
ft 


Whiter  Than  Snow. 


4-4 


Wia.  G.  Fischer. 
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1.  Lord  Je-sus,  I    long    to    be   per-fect-ly  whole;  I  want  Thee  ior  -  ev  -  er    to 

2.  Lord  Jc-sus,  look  down  from  Thy  throne  in  the  skies,  And  help  me  to  make  a  com- 

3.  Lord  Je-sus,  for  this     I  most  humbly  en -treat,    I    wait,  blessed  Lord,  at  Thy 
N     !  |    -IS    j 
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live in  my  soul,  Break  down  ev-'ry  i-dol,  east  out  ev-'ry  foe;  Now  wash  me,  an  J 
plete  sac-ri-fice;  I  give  up  my-self  andwhat-ev -er  I  know;  Now  wash  me,  and 
cru-ci  -  fied  feet;  By  faith,  for  my  cleansing,  I  see  Thy  blood  flow;  Now  wash  me,  and 


I  shall  be  whiter  than  snow.  Whiter  than  snow,yes, whiter  than  snow;  Now  wash  rae.and 
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No.  66. 

Edgar  Page. 


Beulah  Land. 


Jno.  R.  Sweney. 
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1.  I've  reached  the  land  of  corn  and  wine,  And  all    its  rich  -  es    free  -  ly  mine; 

2.  My     Sav-ior  comes  and  walks  with  me,  And  sweet  communion  here  have  we; 

3.  A      sweet  per-fume  up  -  on  the -breeze  Is  borne  from  ev  -  er  -  ver-  nal  trees, 
4*.  The     zeph-yrs  seem  to    float  to  me  Sweet  sounds  of  heav-en's  mel  -  o  -  dy, 


gffiFFFF 


-K — I h- 


£ 


K 


f±* 


t=t 


t=t 


ft 


i 


3-= — d h * * 1- 


i 


^ 


-« — *- 


s=*=* 


:«*<*- 


g 


Here  shines  undimmed  one  bliss-ful  day,  For  all  my  night  has  passed  a-way. 
He  gep  -  tly  leads  me  by  His  hand,  For  this  is  heav-en's  bor-der-land. 
And  flow'rs,  that  nev-er  -  fad-ing  grow  Where  streams  of  life  for  -  ev  -  er  flow. 
As      an-gels  with  the  white-robed  throng  Join  in    the  sweet  re-demp-tion  song. 
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Chorus. 
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lah  Land,  sweet  Beu-!ah  Land,  As    on   thy  high  -  est  mount  I  stand, 
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I    look 


a-way 
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a  -  cross  the  sea,  Where  mansions  are  pre-pared  for  me, 
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ing   glo-ry-shore,— My  heav'n,  my  home  for-ev  -  er  more! 
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There's  a  Great  Day  Coming. 


Will  L.  THOMPgoN. 


1.  There's  a  great  day  coming, 

2.  There's  a  bright  day  coming, 

3.  There's  a     sad     day  coming, 
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A  great  day  coming, Thcrp's  a  great  day 
A  bright  day  coming, The're'sa  bright  day 
A     sad     day  coming, There's  a     sad    day 
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com-ing  by  and  by,  When  the  saints  and  the  sin  -ners  shall  be 
com-ing  by  and  by,  But  its  bright-ness  shall  on  -  ly  come  to 
com-inc      by    and    by,  When  the     sin-  ner  shall  hear  his  doom — "Dc- 
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part-ed  right  and  left, — Are  you  read- y 
them  that  love  the  Lord, — Are  you  read-y 
part,   I    know  y on  not,-- Are  you  read-y 
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for  that  day 
for  that  day 
for  that  day 


come? 
come? 
come? 
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Are    you  read-y?      Are    you  read-y?      Are     you  read-y       for  the 
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judgment  day  ?  A/re  you  ready  ?     Are  you  ready 
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for  the  judgment  day  ? 
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Copjrl^ftl  b-  Will  T.  Thompson  it  'o..  F.nat  Liverpool,  Ohkv 

and  the  Thompson  Music  Co..  Chicago,  LU. 

Used  by  petmiaswoL 


No.  68. 


The  Land  of  Beulah. 


Rev.  J.  Haskell. 


W.  B.  Bradbury. 


j  J  My 

(  My  strong-est  tri 


la  -  test  sun  is  sink  -  ing  fast,  My  race  is  near  -  ly 
als  now  are  past,  My  tri-umph  is  be 
I'm  near -ing  now  the  ho  -  ly  ranks  Of  friends  and  kin  -  dred 
I     brush  the  dews  on   Jor-dan's  banks — The  cross-ing  must  be 
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run; 

gun. 
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near. 
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Ocome,angel  band,  come,  and  around  mestand;0  bear  me  away  on  your  snowy  wings  To 
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my  im-mor-tal  home;  0  bear  me  away  on  your  snowy  wings  To  my  immortal  home. 
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3  I've  almost  gained  my  heavenly  home,  4  0  bear  my  longing  heart  to  Him 

My  spirit  loudly  sings;  Who  bled  and  died  for  me; 

The  holy  ones,  behold  they  cornel  Whose  blood  now  cleanses  from  all  sin„ 

I  hear  the  noise  of  wings.  And  gives  me  victory. 
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No,  Not  One. 


Johnson  Oat  men,  Jr. 

Slow,  and  witk  feeling. 


Geo.  C.  Mugg. 
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1.  There's  not   a  friendlike  the  low- ly    Je-sus,  No,notoneI  no,notonel 

2.  No   friend  like  Him  is     so  high  and   ho-ly,  No,  not  one!  no,notoneI 

3.  There'snot  an  hour  that  He    is    not  near  us,  No,notonel  no,notonel 

4.  Did      ev  -  er  saint  find  this  Friend  for-sake  him?  No,  not  one!  no,  not  one! 
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No,  Not  One ! 


Fine. 
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None  else  coiild heal  all   our  souls'  dis-  eas  -  es,  No,notoneI  no,notone! 

And   yet    no  friend  is     so  meek  and  low  -  ly,  No,  not  one!  no,  not  one! 

No    night  so  dark  but  His  love  can  cheer  us,  No,  not  one!  no,  not  one! 

Or      sin  -  ner  find  that  He  would  not  take  him?  No,  not  one!  no,notone! 
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D.  S.-  There's  not  a  friend  like  the  low- ly   Je-  sus,    No,  not  onel   no,  not  onel 
Chorus. 
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Je  •  sns  knows  all  a  -  bout  our  struggles,    He  will  guide  till  the  day    is  done; 
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No;  70.         Jesus,  Savior,  Pilot  Me. 
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John  E.  Gould. 

Fine. 


tm 


1.  Je  -  sus,  Sav  -  iour,  pi  -  lot    me       0  -  ver  life's   tem-pest-uous  sea; 
D.  C— Chart  and  com  •  pass  came  from  Thee:    Je-sus,  Sav  -  iour,  pi  -  lot    me. 
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Unknown  waves  before  me  roil,     Hid-ing  rock,  and  treach'rous  shoal;  A-men, 
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2  As  a  mother  stills  her  child, 
Thou  canst  hush  the  ocean  wild; 
Boisterous  waves  obey  Thy  will 
When  Thou  say'st  to  them  "Be  stilll" 
Wondrous  Sovereign  of  the  sea, 
Jesus,  Saviour,  pilot  me. 


3  When  at  last  I  near  the  shore, 
And  the  fearful  breakers  roar 
'Twixt  me  and  the  peaceful  rest, 
Then,  while  leaning  on  Thy  breast, 
May  I  hear  Thee  say  to  me, 
"Fear  not,  I  will  pilot  thee!" 


No.  71. 


Nearer,  My  God,  to  Thee. 


Sarah  F.  Adams. 
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1.  Near-  er,     my  God,   to  Thee,  Near  -  er      to     Thee!  E'en  though  it 

2.  Tho'    like     a    wan-der-  er,  The     sun  gone    down,  Dark-ness    be 

3.  There  let    the  way    ap- pear, Steps   un  -  to    heav'n;  All     that  Thou 

4.  Then,  with  my  waking  thoughts,  Bright  with  Thy  praise,  Out      of     my 

5.  Or         if      on    joy  -  ful  wing, Cleav-ing    the-     sky,  Sun,  moon,and 
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be      a    cross 
o   -  ver   me, 

send-est    me, 
ston  -  y  griefs 
stars  for  -  got, 
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I'll    raise 
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Still 
3;     Yet- 
t;       An- 
;       So 

Still 
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all 
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my  song  shall  be, 
my  dreams  I'd  be, 
to  beck-  on  me, 
my  woes    to    be, 
mv  song  shall  be. 
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iNear-  er,  my  God,  to  Thee,  Near-er,  my  God,to  Tk^,Near  -er   to    Thee ! 
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No,  72. 

George  Duffleld. 


Stand  Up  for  Jesus. 


G.  J.  Webb. 
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1.  Stand  up,8tand  up 

2.  Stand  up, stand  up 

3.  Stand  up, stand  up 

4.  Stand  up,stand  up' 


for  Je  -  sus,  Ye  soldiers  of  the  cross;  Lift  high  His  roy-al 
for  Je  -  sus,  The  trumpet  call  o-bey;  Forth  to  the  mighty 
for  Je  -  sus,  Stand  in  His  strength  alone; The  arm  of  flesh  will 
for  Je  -  sus,  The  strife  will  not  be  long;  This  day  the  noise  of 
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Stand  Up  for  Jesus. 


ban  •  ner,    It  must  not  suf- fer  loss: 
con  -  flict,    In  this  His  glorious  clay: 
fail     you,   Ye  dare  not  trust  your  o\vn:t  Put 
bat   -   tie,  The  next  the  victor's  song:  To 


from  vic-t'ry  un  -  to      vie  •  fry  His 
Ye  that  are  men  now  serve  Him, "A- 
on    the  gos-pel      ar-mor,  Each 
him  that  o  -  ver-com  -  eth,   A 
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ar  -  my  shall  He  lead,  Till  ev-'ry  foe  is  vanquished  And  Christ  is  Lord  in-deed. 
gainst  un-nnmbered  foes;  Your  courage  rise  with  danger,  And  strength  to  strength  oppose, 
piece  put  on  with  pray'r;Wheredu-ty  calls  or  dan:ger,  Be   nev-er  wanting  there. 
crown  of  life  shall  be;   He  with  the  King  of  glo  -  ry  Shall  reign  e-ter-nal  -  ly. 
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No.  73.        Aln  I  a  Soldier  of  the  Cross. 


Isaac  Watts. 


Thomas  A.  Arse. 


1.  Am      I       a    sol-dier    of      the  cross— A     foll'wer  of        the 

2.  Must     I      be  ear-.ried    to      the  skies     On  flow-'ry  beds      of 

3.  Are   there   no  foes   for   me       to  face?  Must    I     not  stem    the 
mustfisht  if      I  would  reign,  In-creasemy  cour- age, 


Lamb? 
ease, 
flood? 
Lord ; 
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And  shall  I  fear  to  own  His  cause,  Or  blush  to  speak  His  name? 
While  oth  -  ers  fought  to  win  the  prize,  And  sailed  thro'  blood- v  seas? 
Is  this  vile  world  a  friend  to  grace,  To  help  me  on  to  God? 
I'll  bear  the  toil,  en- dure  the  pain,  Sup-port- ed  by  Thy  word. 
-fa- 
it 


No.  74 


Is  My  Name  Written  There, 


M.  A.  K, 


Frank  M.  Davis. 
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1.  Lord!   I  care  not  for  rich-es,  Neith-er  silv-er  nor  gold;  I  would  make  sure  of 

2.  Lord,  my  sins  they  are  ma-ny,  Like  the  sands  of  the  sea,  But  Thy  blood, 0  my 

3.  Okl     that  beau-ti-ful  cit  -  y,    With  mansions  of  light,  With  its  glo  -  ri-fled 
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heav-en,  I  would  en  -  ter  the  fold;  In  the  book  of  Thy  kingdom,With  its 
Savior,  13  suf-  fi-cient  for  me;  For  Thy  promise  is  writ-ten,  In  bright 
be  -  ings,  In  pure  garments  of  white;  Where  no  e  -  vil  thing  cometh,  To  de- 
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pag  -  es  so  fair,  Tell  me,  Je-sus,  my  Sav-ior,  Is  my  name  written  there? 
let  -  ters  that  glow/'Tho'  your  sins  be  as  scarlet;  I  will  make  them  like  snow." 
spoil  what  is  fair;  Where  the  an-gels  are  watching,  Is  my  name  written  there? 
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Is      my  rfame  writ  -  ten  there,     On     the   page  .  white  and 
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In     the  book    of    Thy  king  -  dom,    Is     my  name  writ  -  ten    there? 
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No.  75 


My  Jesus,  I  Love  Thee. 


London  Hymn  Book 
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see? 


A.  J.  Gordon. 


-.    f  My  Je  -  sus,  I     love  Thee,  I  know  Thou  art  mine;  ^ 
'  \  For  Thee  all  the     fol  -  lies  of    sin      I     re  -  sign;    j 


love  Thee,  be-cause  Thou  hast  first  lov-ed  me,     \ 

f    I 


My  gra-cious  Re-deem- 
love  Thee  for  wear- 


*  \  And  purchased  my  par  -  don  on  Cal  -  va-ry's  tree 

f  In  man-sions  of    glo  -  ry   and  end-less  de  -  light,    | 
'  \  I'll  ev  -  er    a  -  dore   Thee  in  heav  -  en  so  bright;  j  I'll  sing  with  the  glit 
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er,  my  Sav  -  ior  art  Thou;   If  ev-  er  I  loved  Thee,  my  Je  -  sus,  'tis  now. 

ing  the  thorns  on  Thy  brow;  If  ev  -  er  I  loved  Tnee,  my  Je  -  sus,  'tis  now. 

ter-ing  crown  on  my  brow,  If  ev  -  er  I  loved  Thee,  my  Je  -  sus,  'tis  now. 
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We  II  Work  till  Jesus  Gomes. 


Elizabeth  Mills, 
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William  Miller. 
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-,     f  0  land  of  rest,  for  thee  I  sigh!  When  will  the  moments  come  ) 
'  \  When  I  shall  lay  my  ar-mor   by,  And  dwell  in  peace  j" 


at  home. 


2    f  To  Je-sus  Christ  I    fled  for  restt  He  bade  me  cease  to  roam,  ( 
'  \  And  lean  for  suc-cor  on  His  breast  Till  He  conduct  )  me  home. 


o    f  I  sought  at  once  my  Savior's  side, 'No  more  my  steps  shall  roam; 
t  With  Him  I'll  brave  death's  chilling  tide,  And  reach  my  heav'n- 
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Chorus. 
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We'll  work  till  Jesus  comes,  We'll  work  till  Jesus  comes; 

We'll  work  We'll  work  And  we'll  be  gathered  home 
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P.  Doddridge. 


Happy  Day. 


From  E.  F.  Rim  haul  t. 
w>CHORUS. 


-.    f  0  happy  day  that  fixedmy  choice  On  Thee,ray  Saviour, and  my  God!  > 

\  Well  may  this  glowing  heart  rejoice,  And  tell  its  raptures  all   a-broad.  j  Happy  day 
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happy  day,  When  Jesus  washed  my  sins  away;  f  He  taught  me  how  to  watch  and  pray,  1 

\  And  live  re-joic-ing  ev'ry         J  day; 


E 


IpS 


t=t 


V 


t=t= 


-»- 


2  0  happy  bond  that  seals  my  vows 

To  Him  who  merits  all  my  love; 
Let  cheerful  anthems  fill  His  house, 
While  to  that  sacred  shrine  I  move. 

3  'Tis  done,  the  great  transaction's  done; 

I  am  my  Lord's  and  He  is  mine; 
He  drew  me,  and  I  followed  on, 
Charmed  to  confess  the  voice  divine. 


Now  rest,  my  long-divided  heart, 
Fixed  on  this  blissful  centre,  rest; 

Nor  ever  from  thy  Lord  depart, 
With  Him  of  every  good  possessed. 

High  heaven, that  heard  the  solemn  vow, 
That  vow  renewed  shall  daily  hear, 

Till  in  life's  latest  hour  I  bow, 
And  bless  in  death  a  bond  so  dear. 


No.  7« 

L.  H. 


I  Hear  Thy  WelGome  VoiGe. 

Rev.  Lewis   Hart  sough. 


1.  I  hear  Thy  welcome  voice  That  calls  me, Lord,to  Thee  For  cleansing  in  Thy  precious  blood 


Fine 


S.  Fine.  .  .  D.S 


D.S.-That  flowed  on  Calvary. 


I  am  coming.Lord, Coining  now  to  Thee!  Wash  me,cleanseme  in  the  Hood, 


2  Tho'  coming  weak  and  vile, 

Thou  dost  my  strength  assure; 
Thou  dost  my  vileness  fully  cleanse, 
Till  spotless  all  and  pure. 

3  'Tis  Jesus  calls  me  on 

To  perfect  faith  and  lo?e, 


To  perfect  hope,  and  peace, and  trust, 
For  earth  and  heav'n  above. 

1  4  'Tis  Jesus  who  confirms 

The  blessed  work  within, 
By  adding  grace  to  welcomed  grace, 
Where  reigned  the  power  of  sin. 
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Mow  Firm  a  Foundation. 

Arr.  by  R.  M.  Mcintosh. 
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1.  How  firm      a  foun  -  da-tion,  ye    saints  of  the  Lord,    Is  laid    for  your 

2.  In         ev-  'ry  con  -  di  -  tion— in  sick-ness,  in  health,  In  pov  -  er-ty's 

3.  Fear  not:     I    am   with  thee:  0     be    not  dis-mayed:  I,         I     am  thy 

4.  E'n   down  to   old   age     all  my    peo-ple  shall  prove    My  sov'reign,  e- 

5.  The    soul  that  on     Je  -  sus  still  leans  for  re -pose,     I  will  not,  I 
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faith 
vale 
God, 
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can  - 


■-]■ 


4=t=q 


in  His     ex  -  eel -lent  word  1  What  more    can  He    say     than  to 

or    a  -  bound  -  ing      in  wealth,  At  home    and     a  -  broad,  on    the 

and  will    still    give  thee   aid;      I'll  strength-en  thee,  help    thee,  and 

nal,  un-change  -  a  -  ble  love;   And  when    hoar  -  y     hairs  shall  their 

not  de  -  sert       to    his   foes;   That  soul,    tho'  all     hell   should  en- 


S3£ 


e; 


:EEz±= 


t= 


f 


a 


*+ 


=t 


Eg 

I 
Je 


=t=t 


3* 


$ 


Tl1^   i-t 


p 


He  hath  said,   You   who    un  -  to     Je  -  sus  for     ref  -  uge  have  fled? 

on  the    sea—  As   your  days  may  demand,  shall  thy  strength  e'er  be. 

cause  thee  to  stand,  Up  -  held    by  my  right-eous,  om-nip    -    o-tent  hand. 

tern -pies  a  -  dore,  Like  lambs  they  shall  still     in  my    bo  -  som  be  borne. 

deav-or     to  shake,  I'll     nev  -  er,  no,  nev  -  er,  no,  nev  -  er  for  -  sake. 
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1  I  am  coming  to  the  cross; 

I  am  poor,  and  weak,  and  blind; 
I  am  counting  all  but  dross, 
I  shall  full  salvation  find. 
Cho.— I  am  trusting,  Lord,  in  Thee, 
Blessed  Lamb  of  Calvary; 
Humbly  at  Thy  cross  I  bow, 
Save  me,  Jesus,  save  me  now. 

2  Long  my  heart  has  sighed  for  Thee, 

Long  has  evil  reigned  within; 
Jesus  sweetly  speaks  to  me,— 
"I  will  cleanse  you  from  all  sin." 


Here  I  give  my  all  to  Thee, 

Friends,  and  time,  and  earthly  store; 
Soul  and  body  Thine  to  be, — 

Wholly  Thine  forevermore. 
In  the  promises  I  trust, 

Now  I  feel  the  blood  applied: 
I  am  prostrate  in  the  dust, 

I  with  Christ  am  crucified. 
Jesus  comes!  He  fills  my  soull 

Perfected  in  Him  I  am; 
I  am  every  whit  made  whole: 

Glory,  glory  to  the  Lamb. 


I  Love  Him. 


London  Hymn  Book. 


S.  C.  Foster. 


1.  Gone  from  my  heart  the  world  with  all   its  charm,  Gone  are  my  sins    and 

2.  Once  I    was  lost     up  -  on    the  plains  of    sin,       Once  was   a  slave    to 
3.v  Once  I    was  bound,  but  now    I     am    set  free;     Once    I    was  blind,  but 
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all  that  would  a- larm;  Be -fore  the  cross  my  heart  is  bend-ing  low,  The 
doubts  and  fears  within,  Once  was  a-fraid  to  meet  an  an-gryGod,  But 
now  the  light  I    see:     Once  I    was  dead,  but  now  in  Christ  I    live.     To 
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D.  S. — Be-cause  He  first  loved  me,   And 
Chorus.  D.  S. 


precious  blood  of  Je  -  sus  clean-ses  white  as  snow. 

now  I'm  cleansed  from  ev-'ry  stain  thro'  Jesus'  blood.  I  love  Him,  I  love  Him, 

tell  the  world  around  the  peace  that  He  doth  give. 
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purchased  my  sal-va     -     2ton  on.  Cal-v'ry's  tree. 

Jesus,  Lover  of  My  Soul. 

Charles  Wesley. 


=1—4—1- 


an 


S.  B.  Marsh. 

Fine. 
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-,    ^  Je  -  sus,  lov  -  er   of     my  soul,  Let   me   to    Thy  bo  -  som  fly,    l 

)  While  the  near-er  wa  -  ters  roll,  While  the  tem-pest  still   is  high;  J 

B.C.—  Safe  in -to    the  ha  -  ven  guide,  0      re-ceive  my  soul    at  last. 
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Jesus  Lover  of  My  Soul. 


2  Other  refuge  have  I  none; 

Hangs  my  helpless  soul  on  Thee; 
Leave,  ah!  leave  me  not  alone, 

Still  support  and  comfort  me! 
All  my  trust  on  Thee  is  stayed, 

All  my  help  from  Thee  I  bring; 
Cover  my  defenseless  head 

With  the  shadow  of  Thy  wing. 

3  Thou,  0  Christ,  art  all  I  want; 

More  than  all  in  Thee  I  find; 
Raise  the  fallen,  cheer  the  faint. 
Heal  the  sick,  and  lead  the  blind. 


Just  and  holy  is  Thy  Name; 

I  am  all  unrighteousness; 
False  and  full  of  sin  I  am, 

Thou  art  full  of  truth  and  grace. 

Plenteous  grace  with  Thee  is  found, 

Grace  to  cover  all  my  sin; 
Let  the  healing  streams  abound, 

Make  and  keep  me  pure  within. 
Thou  of  Life  the  Fountain  art; 

Freely  let  me  take  of  Thee; 
Spring  Thou  up  within  my  heart, 

Rise  to  all  eternity. 


Love  Divine,  all  Love  Excelling. 


C.  Wesley. 


John  Zundel. 


1.  Love    Di  -  vine,  all  love     ex-cell -ing,  Joy  of  heav'n,  to  earth  come  downl 

2.  Breathe,  0  breathe  Thy  lov  -  ing  Spir  -  it  In  -  to     ev-'ry    troub-led  breast! 

3.  Come,  Al-might-y       to      de  -  liv  -  er,  Let     us    all   Thy    life    re  -  ceive; 

4.  Fin  -  ish  then  Thy  new    ere  -  a  -  tion;  Pure  and  spot -less   let     us     be; 
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Fix    in     us   Thy  hum  • 
Let    us    all     in    Thee 
Sud-den  -  ly      re  -  turn 
Let   us    see  Thy  great 


ble  dwell-ing; 
in  -  her  -  it, 
and  nev  -  er, 
sal  -  va  -  tion, 


All  Thy  faith  -  ful    mer  -  cies  crown. 
Let    us    find  Thy  prom  -  ised  rest. 
Nev  -  er  more  Thy  tern  -  pies  leave: 
Per-fect  -  ly     re-stored   in  Thee. 
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D.S.-Vis  -  it     us    with  Thy     sal-va  -  tion;   En  -  ter     ev  -  'ry  trem-bling  heart. 
D.S.-End  of  faith  as       its      be-gin-ning,  Set  our  hearts  at      lib  -  er  -  ty. 
D.S.-Pray,and  praise  Him  with-out  ceas-ing,    Glo  -  ry      in    Thy   per  -  feet  love. 
D.S.-Till  we    cast  our  crowns   be-fore  Thee,  Lost  in  won-der,  love,  and  praise. 
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Je  -  bus,  Thou  art  all    corn-pas -sion,  Pure,  un-bound-ed    love  Thou  art; 
Take    a -way  the  love     of    sin  -  ning;  Al  -  pha  and      0  -  me  -  ga     be, 
Thee  we  would  be    al  -  ways  bless-ing,  Serve  Thee  as  Thy  hosts  a  -  bove, 
Changed  from  glo  -  ry      in  -  to    glo  -  ry,    Till     in  heaven  we  take   our  place. 
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Work,  for  the  Night  is  Coming. 


Sidney  Dyer. 
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Lowell  Mason. 
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•.  f  Work,  for  the  night  is  com  -  ing, 
"  1  Work,whiIethedew  is  spark-ling, 
D.C.-Work,  for  the  night  is  com  -  ing, 
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Work  thro'  the  morning  hours; 
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Work  'mid 
When  man's 


Fink 
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springing  flow'rs.Work,when  the  day  grows  brighter,  Work  in  the  glow-ing  sun; 
work  is  done. 


2  Work,  for  the  night  is  coming, 

Work  through  the  sunny  noon; 
Fill  brightest  hours  with  labor, 

Rest  comes  sure  and  soon. 
Give  ev'ry  flying  minute 

Something  to  keep  in  store; 
Work,  for  the  night  is  coming, 

When  man  works  no  more. 
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Work,  for  the  night  is  coming, 

Under  the  sunset  skies; 
While  their  bright  tints  are  glowing, 

Work,  for  daylight  flies. 
Work  till  the  last  beam  f  adeth, 

Fadeth  to  shine  no  more; 
Work  while  the  night  is  darkening, 

When  man's  work  is  o'er. 


No.  85       W.at  a  Friend  We  Have  in  Jesus. 
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Charles  C.  Converse,  by  per. 
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1.  What    a  friend  we  have  in    Je  -  sus, 

2.  Have  we    tri  -  als  and  temp-ta  -  tions? 

3.  Are     we  weak  and  heav  -  y    la  -  den, 


All     our  sins  and  griefs  to  bear; 
Is     there  troub-le  an  -  y  -  where? 
Cumbered  with  a  load   of  care? 
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What  a  priv  -  i  -  lege  to  car  ■ 
We  should  nev  -  er  be  dis  -  cour- 
Pre  -  cious  Sav-iour,  still  our  Ref- 
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Ev  -  'ry  thing  to  God  in  prayer. 
Take  it  to  the  Lord  in  prayer. 
Take    it   to  the  Lord  in   prayer. 
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What  a  Friend  we  Have  in  Jesus. 


tvjtffl-* 


Oh,  what  peace  we  oft  -  en  for  -  feit,  Oh,  what  needless  pain  we  bear- 
Can  we  find  a  Friend  so  faith  -ful,  Who  will  all  our  sor-rows  share? 
Do     thy  friends  de-spise,  for-sake  thee?     Take    it     to  the  Lord  in  prayer; 
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All  be-cause  we  do  not  car  -  ry  Ev  - 'ry-thing  to  God  in  prayer. 
Je  -  sus  knows  our  ev  -  'ry  weak-ness,  Take  it  to  the  Lord  in  prayer. 
In     His  arms  He'll  take  and  shield  thee,    Thou  wilt  find  a   sol  -  ace  there. 
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Revive  Us  Again. 


Wm.  P.  Mackay. 


J.  J.  Husband. 
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1.  We       praise  Thee,    0 

2.  We       praise  Thee,    0 

3.  All        glo  -  ry      and 
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God!  For  the  Son  of  Thy  love, 
God!  For  Thy  Spir  -  it  of  light, 
praise    To     the     Lamb  that   was      slain, 
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Je  -  sus  who 

Wuc  iias  shown    us  our 

Who  has  borne    all  our 
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died  And  is  now  gone  a 
Sav  -  ior  And  scat-tered  our 
sins     and     has    cleans'd  ev  -  'r 


ev  -  'ry 


bove. 
night, 
stain. 
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Hal-le-lu-jah!  Thine  the  glo-ry,  Hal-le  -  lu-jah!   a  -  men!   Re-vive  us 
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a  -  gain. 
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N~  ft7  Glory  to  His  Name. 

Rev.  E.  A.  Hoffman.  Rev.  J.  H.  Stockton. 
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1.  Down  at    the  cross  where  my  Sav  -  ior  died,  Down  where  for  cleansing  from 
2.1         am    so  won- drous-ly  saved  from  sin,     Je-sus    so  sweet -ly      a- 

3.  Oh,   pre-cious  fount-ain  that  saves  from  sin,      I      am    so  glad       I    have 

4.  Come  to    this  fount-ain     so   rich  and  sweet;  Cast  thy  poor  soul     at   the 
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sin  I  cried,  There  to  my  heart  was  the  blood  ap  -  plied;  Glo  -  ry  to  His 
bides  with  -  in,  There  at  the  cross  where  He  took  me  in;  Glo  -  ry  to  His 
en  -  tered  in;  There  Je  -  sus  saves  me  and  keeps  me  clean;  Glo  -  ry  to  His 
Sav-ior's  feet;  Plunge  in    to-day  and    be  made  com-plete;  Glo  -  ry  to  His 
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name.      Glo  -  ry  to    His     name, 


=--i- 


=«-5- 


1 


fc 


: 


Glo-ry   to 
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His     name; 
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Now  the  Day  is  Over. 

Sabine  Baring-Gould. 
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1.  Now  the  day   is        o  -  ver, 

2.  Je  -  sus,  give  the  wea  -  ry 


Joseph  Barnby. 


-0r       -0-     #0-       -0- 


Night  is  draw-ing 
Calm  and  sweet  re 
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nigh,        Shad-ows  of  the 
pose;       With  Thy  tenderest 
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ev    -    'ning 
bless  -  ing 
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Steal    a-cross  the  sky. 
May   our  eye-lids  close 

I , 
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Steal 
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the      sky. 


3  Thro'  the  long  night-watches, 

May  Thine  angels  spread 

Their  white  wings  above  me, 

Watching  round  my  bed. 

4  When  the  morning  wakens, 

Then  may  I  arise, 
Pure  and  fresh  and  sinless 
In  Thy  holy  eyes. 
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S.  Fillmore  Bennett. 


Sweet  By-and-By. 


Jos.  P.  Webster. 
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2    f  There's  a  land  that  is  fair-er  than  day,    And  by  faith  we  can  see  it     a  -  far;  ) 
'  \  For  the  Fa-ther  waits  o-ver  the  way,    To  pre-[Orot£ ]     j 

y     |  C\    ^  *  «  m  1  4     j'jdt         GOfcG 


-j  j  jj  /  w^ie 


pare  us  a  dwelling-place  there.  In  the  sweet      by-and-by,  We  shall  meet  on  that 

In  the  tweet  ^      N      |  by-and-by. 
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beau-ti-ful  shore;by-and-by;by-and-by,by-and-by,We  shall  meet  on  that  beautiful  shore. 
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2  We  shall  sing  on  that  beautiful  shore  3  To  our  bountiful  Father  above, 

The  melodious  songs  of  the  blest,  We  will  offer  our  tribute  of  praise, 

And  our  spirits  shall  sorrow  no  more,  For  the  glorious  gift  of  His  love, 

Not  a  sigh  for  the  blessing  of  rest.  And  the  blessings  that  hallow  our  days. 

.  £0  In  the  Gross  of  Ghrist. 
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1.  In     the  cross    of 

2.  When  the  woes  of 

3.  When  the  sun    of 

4.  Bane  and  bless-ing 


I  I 

Christ  I    glo-ry, 
life  o'er-take  me, 
bliss    is  beam-ing 
pain  and  pleasure, 


Tower-ing  o'er  the  wrecks  of  time; 
Hopes  de  -  ceive  and  fears  an  -  noy, 
Light  and  love  up  -  on  my  way, 
By      the  cross  are     sane  -  ti  -  fied; 


All  the  light  of  sa  -  cred  sto-ry,  Gath-ers  round  its  head  sub-lime. 
Nev  -  er  shall  the  cross  for-sake  me;  Lo!  it  glows  with  peace  and  joy. 
From  the  cross  the  ra-diance  streaming, Adds  new  lus  -  ter  to  the  day. 
Peace  is  there,  that  knows  no  meas-ure,  Joys  that  thro'   all  time    a  -  bide. 
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The  Solid  Rock. 


Rev.  Edward  Mote. 
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Wm.  B.  Bradbury. 
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hope  is  built  on  noth-ing  less  Than  Je-sus'  blood  and  right-eousness; 

dare  not  trust  the  sweetest  frame, But  whol-ly  lean    on   Je-sus' name. 

2   f  When  darkness  veils  His  lovely  face,     I     rest  on  His   un-chang-ing  grace; 

•\In     ev-'ryhigh  and  storm-y  gale,  My    an-chor  holds  with-in   the  vale. 

o  J  His  oath,  His  cov-e-nant,  His  blood,  Sup  -  port  me  in    the  whelming  flood; 

a'  \  When  all  a-round  my  soul  gives  way,  He     then  is  all  my  hope  and  stay. 

.    j  When  He  shall  come  with  trumpet  sound, 0  may  I    then  in  Him  be  found, 

j  Cloth'd  in  His  right-eous-ness  a-lone,  Fault-less  to  stand  be  -  fore  the  thronel 
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On  Christ.thesol  -  id  Rock,  I  stand;  All  other  ground  is  sinking  sand,  All  other  ground  is  sinking  sand. 
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Gome,  Thou  Fount. 


Rev.  H.  Robinson. 
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John  Wyeth. 

Fixe. 


&±4 


*=* 


i=i 


:«z±J 


^    (  Come.Thou  Fount  of  ev-'ry  bless-ing,  Tune  my  heart  to  sing  Thy  grace;  1 
'  \  Streams  of  mer  -  cy,  nev-er  ceas-ing,   Call  for  songs  of  loud-est  praise;  j 


D.C. -Praise  the  mount—Pm  fixed  up  -on    it!  Mount  of  Thy 
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Teach  me  some  mel  -  o-dious    son-net,  Sung  by 
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flam  -  ing  tongues  a-bove; 


2  Here  I'll  raise  my  Ebenezer, 

Hither  by  Thy  help  I'm  come; 
And  I  hope,  by  Thy  good  pleasure, 

Safely  to  arrive  at  home; 
Jesus  sought  me  when  a  stranger, 

Wandering  from  the  fold  of  God; 
He,  to  rescue  me  from  danger, 

Interposed  His  precious  blood. 


Oh,  to  grace  how  great  a  debtor, 
Daily  I'm  constrained  to  be! 

Let  Thy  goodness  like  a  fetter, 
Bind  my  wandering  heart  to  Thee; 

Prone  to  wander,  Lord,  I  feel  it- 
Prone  to  leave  the  God  I  love— 

Here's  my  heart,  oh,  take  and  seal  it, 
Seal  it  for  Thy  courts  above. 


No.  93 


Bringing  in  the  Sheaves. 


Knowles  Shaw. 


George.  A.  Minor. 
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.  Sow-ing 

.  Sow-ing 

.  Go  -  ing 
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in      the  morn  -  ing,    sow  -  kig  seeds    of   kind  -  ness,   S 

in      the  sun  -  shine,   sow-ing    in      the    shad-ows,    ] 

forth  with  weep  -ing,     sow  -  ing  for      the   Mas  -  ter,     *] 
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in     the  noon  -  tide  and   the    dew  -  y    eve;     Wait -ing  for    the  har- vest, 

neither  clouds  nor  win-ter's  chill  -  ing  breeze;  By     and  by    the  har -vest, 

loss  sus-tain'd  our     spir  -  it  oft  -  en  grieves;  When  our  weeping's  o  -  ver, 
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and  the  time  of  reap-ing,  We  shall  come  re-joic-ing, 
and  the  la  -  bor  end  -  ed,  We  shall  come  re-joic-ing, 
He  will  bid  us  wel-come,  We  shall  come  re-joic-ing, 
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bring-ing  in  the  sheaves, 
bring-ing  in  the  sheaves, 
bring-ing  in    the  sheaves. 
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Chorus. 
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f  Bring  -  ing    in        the  sheaves,    bring  -  ing      in 
I  Bring  -  ing    in        the  sheaves,    bring  -  ing      in 
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the  sheaves,   We   shall 
the  sheaves,   We  shall 
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come  re  -  ]oic 
come  re  -  joic 
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ing,  bring  -  ing  in     the  sheaves;  ) 

{Omit )   )  ing,  bring-ing  in  the  sheaves 
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(So.  94,     Shall  We  Gather  at  the  River. 


B.L. 


BOBEET  LOWRT. 


1."  Shall  we   gath-er    at    the  riv  -  er,  Where  bright  an  -  gel  feet  have  trod; 

2.  ,On     the  mar-gin   of    the  riv  -  er,  Wash  -  ing    up  its  sil-ver     Spray; 

3.  On.   the   bo,  -  som  r>t    the  riv  -  er,  Where  the   Sav-ior  King  we      own;^ 
4.,  Soon  we'll  reach  the' shin  ring  riv  -  er,  Soon     our    pil-grim  -  age  will    cease"; 


With  its    crys-tal  tide  for    ev   -   er  Flow-Ing  from  the  throne  of    God. 
We  shall  walk  and  wor  -  ship  ev   -    er,       All     the  hap  -  py  gold  -  en     day. 

We  shall  meet  and  sor- row  nev  -  er,  'Neath  the  glo  -  ry      of     the  throne. 

Soon  Our  hap  -  py  hearts  will  quiv  -  ex,  With   the   mel  -  o  -  dy      of     peace. 
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Gath  -  er  with  the  saints  at  the    riv  -  er     That  flows  by  the  throne  of    God. 


Mo.  95. 

P.  P.  B. 


Hold  the  Fort. 
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j   J  Ho.my  comrades!  see  the  sig-nal  Wav-ing  in    the  sky!  I 

I  Re  -  in-force-ments  now  appearing,  ) 

2  J  See  the  might-y  host  ad-vanc-ing,  SsHan  lead-ing  on;   I 

I  Mighty  men  a-round    us  fall-ing,  S 

o   (  See  the  glorious  ban-ner  wavmg!Hear  the  trumpet  blow!  > 

( In  our  Leader's  name  we'll  triumph  / 

4  j  Fierce  and  long  the  bat-tie  rag-es,  But  our  help  is  near; 

'  Onward  comes  our  trreat  Commander. 


Onward  comes  our  great  Commander, 


Vic  -  to  -  ry    is   nigh. 

Cour-age  al-most  gone! 

0  -  ver  ev  -  'ry   foe. 

Cheer.my  comrades.cheer. 
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the  fort,  for  I  am  coming, "Jesus  signals  still;  Wave  the  answer  back  to  heaven, "By  Thy  grace_we  will.' 
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Just  As  I  Am. 


Charlotte  Elliot. 


Wm.  B.  Bradbury. 


Just  as  I 

Just  as  I 

Just  as  I 

Just  as  I 

Just  as  I 

Just  as  I 
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am,  with -out  one  plea,  But  that  thy  blood  was  shed  for  me, 


am,  and  wait-ing  not  To  rid  my  soul  of 
am,  tho'  tossed  a-bout  With  many  a  con-flict, 
am, poor,  wretched,  blind,  Sight,  riches,  heal-ing 
am,  thou  wilt  receive,  Wilt  welcome, 
am,  thy    love  unknown  Hath  brok-en 
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one  dark  blot; 
many  a  doubt, 
of     the  mind, 
cleanse,  relieve, 
bar-rier  down; 
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0  Lamb  of 
0  Lamb  of 
0  Lamb  of 
0  Lamb  of 
0  Lamb  of 


And  that  thou  bidd'st  me  come  to  Thee 

To  thee,  whose  blood  can  cleanse  each  spot, 

Fight-ings  with-in,  and  fears  with-out, 

Yea,    all      1     need,  in  thee  to    find, 

Be -cause  thy  prom-ise   I      be-lieve, 

Now,  to     be  thine,  yea,  thine  a -lone,  0  Lamb  of 

Jj  a    .    J     *:  &  £:  ^*:':  :^: 

art 


God, 
God, 
God, 
God, 
God, 
God, 


I  come!  I 
I  come!  I 
I  come!  I 
I  come!  I 
I  come!  I 
I  come!  I 
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come! 
come! 
come! 
come! 
come! 
come! 
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My  Faith  Looks  up  to  Thee. 


Ray  Palmer,  D.  D. 


Dr.  Lowell  Mason. 
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1.  My  faith  looks  up  to  Thee,  Thou  Lamb  of  Calvary,  Saviour  divine!  Now  hear  me 

2.  May  Thy  rich  grace  impart  Strength  to  my  fainting  heart,  My  zeal  inspire;  As  Thou  hast 

3.  While  life's  dark  maze  I  tread,  And  griefs  around  me  spread.  Be  Thou  my  Guide  ;Bid  darkness 

4.  When  ends  life's  transient  dream,  When  death's  cold.sullen  stream  Shall  o'er  me  roll,Blest  Saviour! 


while  I  pray,  Take  all  my  guilt  away,  0,  let  me  from  this  day  Be  whol-ly  Thine, 
died  for  me,  Oh,  may  my  love  to  Thee  Pure,warm,and  changeless  be  A  liv  -  ing  fire! 
turn  to-day,  Wipe  sorrow's  tears  away,  Not  let  me  ev-er  stray  From  Thee  aside, 
then  in  love,  Fear  and  disturst  remove;  Oh,  bear  me  safe  a-bove,  A  ransomed  soul! 
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I  am  Listening. 


W.S.  M. 
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W.  S.  Marshall. 


1.  Do  you  hear  the  Sav  -  ior  call-ing,  By    the  woo-ings    of   His  voice? 

2.  By  His  Spir  -  it    He    is    woo -ing,  Soft-  ly  draw  -  ing    us    to    Him, 

3.  By  the  Word  of  Truth  He's  speaking,  To  the  wand'ring,  err  -  ing  ones; 

4.  In  His  Trov  -  i  -  den  -  tial  deal-ings,  E  -  ven   in      His  stern  de  -  crees, 
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Do    you  hear   the   ac  -  cents  fall  -  ing?  Will  you  make  the  pre-eious  choice? 

Thro' the  day    and  night  pur  -  su  -  ing,  With  His  gen  -  tie  voice  to   win. 

Listl  the  voice  the  still  -  ness  break-ing!  Hear  the  sweet  and  sol-emn  tones! 

In      the  loud- est  thun-ders  peal  -ing,  Or     the  murm'ring   of    the  breeze. 
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Refrain. 
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I      am    listening;     oh,   I'm  listening   Just  to     hear   the  ac  -  cents  fall! 
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Repeat  softly. 


I       am    listening;    oh,   I'm   listening    To  the    Sav-ior's    gen  -  tie  call! 
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No.  99. 


Why  Do  You  Wait? 


G.  F.  R. 


Geo.  F.  Root. 


1.  Why    do  you  wait,  dear  broth-er, 

2.  What  do  you  hope,  dear  broth-er, 

3.  Do      you  not  feel,   dear  broth-er, 

4.  Why    do  you  wait,  dear  broth-er. 


Oh,  why    do  you  tar  -  ry     so    long? 

To    gain    by      a  fur-ther    de  -  lay? 

His   Spir  -  it  now  striv-ing    with  -  in? 

The   har-vest      is  pass-ing       a  -  way? 


Your  Sav-ior   is   wait-ing    to    give   you         A    place  in   His  sanc-ti  -  fled  throng. 
There's  no  one  to  save  you  but    Je  -  sus,   There's  no  oth-  er  way  but  His   way. 
Oh,      why  not  ac-cept  His   sal  -  va  -  tion,     And  throw  off  thy  bur-den    of     sin. 
Your   Sav-ior  is    long-ing   to  bless  you,  There's  dan-ger  and  death  in    de  -  lay. 

Is      >  ^^ 


Why    not?       why     not?        Why      not   come     to      Him      now?  now: 


No.  100.  i        Sweet  Hour  of  Prayer! 


VV.   W.   WALFORD. 


W.  B.  Bradburt. 


1.  Sweet  hour  of  pray'r!  sweet  hour  of  pray'r!  That  calls  me     from  a  world    of  care, 

2.  Sweet  haur  of  pray'r!  sweet  hour  of  pray'rl  Thy  wings  shall  my    pe-  ti  -  tion  bear. 

3.  Sweet  hour  of  pray'r!  sweet  hour  of  pray'r!  May   I      thy    con-so  -  la -tion  share; 
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And  bids  me  at  my  Father's  throne.Make  all 
To  Him  whose  truth  and  faith  -  ful-ness  En-gage 
Tillfrom  Mount  Pis -gah's  loft  -   y  height,     I    view 


D.S.-And  oft  es-caped  the  teinpi-er's  snare,  B?  thy 
D.S.-I'll  cast  on  Him  my  ev  - 'ry  care,  Aal  wait 
D.S.— And  shout,while  pass-ing  thro'  the  -air,    Farewell, 
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In     sea -sons  of 
And  since  He  bids 
Ibis  robe  of    flesh 


dis-tress 
me  seek 
I'll  drop, 
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and  grief  My  soul 
His  face,  Be-lieve 
and  rise    To  seize 


my  wants  and  wish-es  known; 
the  wait-ing  souls  to  bless; 
my  home  and  take  my  flight; 


re-turn,  sweet  hour  of  pray'r. 
for  thee,  sweet  hour  of  pray'r. 
fare-well.sweet  hour  of  pray'r. 
A-^J ^   ■  VL.S 


has  oft.-  en  found  re -lief, 

His  word  and  trcst  His  gTace, 

the  ev  -  er  -  last  -ing  prize; 


Rev.  J.  H.  Stockton. 


soul  by  sinoppress'd,There's  mercy  with  the  Lord,  And  He  will 
For  Je-sus  shed  His  precious  blood  Rich  blessings  to  be-stow;  Plungnnow  in- 
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Fine. 
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D.  8. -He  will 
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sure  -  ly   give  you  rest,  By  trust-ing  in  His  word, 
to  ^  the  crimson  flood  That  washes  white  as  snow. 
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On  -  ly  trust  Him,  on  -  ly 
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save  you.  He  will  save  you,  He  will  save  you  now. 
•Ui  D- s-  3  Yes,  Jesus  is  the  Truth 
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trust  Him,  On-ly  trust  Him 


now; 
tz 


19- 


the  Way, 
That  leads  you  into  rest; 
Believe  in  Him  without  delay, 
And  you  are  fully  blest. 

4  Come,  then,  and  join  this  holy  band, 
And  on  to  glory  go, 
i^±]      To  dwell  in  that  celestial  land, 
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There  is  a 
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Where  joys  immortal  flow. 

Fountain. 
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1  There  is  a  fountain  filled  with  blood       3  E'er  since  by  faith  I  saw  the  stream 

Drawn  from  Immanuel's  veins,  Thy  flowing  wounds  supply, 

And  sinners  plunged  beneath  that  flood      Redeeming  love  has  been  my  theme, 
Lose  all  their  guilty  stains.  And  shall  be  till  I  die. 

2  The  dying  thief  rejoiced  to  see  4  Then  in  a  nobler,  sweeter  song, 

That  fountain  in  his  day;  I'll  sing  Thy  power  to  save, 

And  there  have  I,  as  vile  as  he,  When  this  poor  lisping,  stammering  tongue 

Washed  all  my  sins  away.  Lies  silent  in  the  grave. 


No.  103  Gathering  home. 

Miss  Mariana  B.  Slade. 
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ft.  M.  Mcintosh. 


1.  Up  to  the  boun-ti-ful  Giv-er   of  life,Gath-er-ing  home!  gath-er-ing home! 

2.  Up  to  the  cit-y  where  falleth  no  light,  Gath-er-ing  home!  gath-er-ing  home! 

3.  Up  to  the  beau-ti-ful  mansions  above, Gath-er-ing  home!  gath-er-ing  home! 


Up  to  the  dwelling,where  cometh  no  strife, The  dear  ones  are  gathering  home. 
Up  where  the  Savior's  own  face  is  the  light, The  dear  ones  are  gathering  home. 
Safe  in   the  arms  of  His    in  -  fi  -  nite  love, The  dear  ones  are  gathering  home. 
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Chorus. 
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Gath  -  er  -  ing    home Gath  -  er  -  ing    home, 

Gaih  -  er  -  ing  home,  Gath  •  er  -  ing  home, 

X*  X#  1 

_tf ft p       »  •        J 


km 


-#-  -#- 


|»   -      U      1*      |g=JE 


f^=)c 


P=P=±r 


-X 


l?      P      P 


#*Eitf  /'  jgijLja^^ 


g 


3 


*=H^P 


SS 


p   -   -        --    * 

Nev-er    to  sor-row  more,nev-er  to  roam;  Gath-er-ing  home, 

Gath-er-ing  home, 
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Gath-er-ing  home, God's  chil-dren  are  gath-er  -  ing  home 

Gath  -  er  -  ing  home, 
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No.  104 


Some  Sweet  Day. 

Then  shall  I  know-even  as  also  I  am  known.     1  Cor.  13  :  12. 


C.  L.  Eby. 

Contralto  Solo. 


R.  C.  Ward. 
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1.  Some  sweet  day,   glad  an  -  gel  mu  -  sic  Waft-ed  from  the  courts  a- 

2.  Some  sweet  day,.       if  we    are  faithful, We'll  be  numbered  with  that 

3.  Some  sweet  day  we'll  meet  o«r  loved  ones  Who  have  gone  from  us  a  - 


to 
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bove,  Shall  pro-claim 

throng;        And  In     mel 
way,  To  the  home 
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in  loud-est  an'-thems,  "Christ  ha* 
o.-dy  our  voic  -  es  Blend  with 
of  joys  su  -  per  -  nal —  To    the 
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the  God     of    love."  Some  sweet  day  therein  be     a 
in     rapturous  song.  Some  sweet  day    we'll  sing  the 
as  bright  as    day.    Some  sweet  day    Mteil  meet  each 
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Copyright,  1896,  by  R.  C.  Ward. 


Some  Sweet  Day.    concluded. 
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gathering — Saints  shall  stand  in  bright  ar  -  ray,  .  .  And  the 
cho  ;  rus' — "Worth*',  wor  -  thy  is  thn  Lamb!"  Free  from 
oth    -  er     Just      a-  cross     the    ias  -  per    sea;  .  .    Clasp- ing 
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ran-somed  hosts  of  heav  -en  Shall  pro-claim       e-  ter-  nal  day. 
sor  -  row  and  earth's  sighing,  And  with  blood-washed  millions  stand, 
hands  we'll  greet  each  oth  -  er  Where  the  ma    -  ny  mansions  be. 
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Chorus. 
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Some  sweet  day  we'll  hear  the  chorus  Of  the  ransomed  hosts  a-bove; 
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Strik-ing  harps,  we'll  join  the  chorus  In  His  dear  redeeming  love. 


No.  105 


5.  O'Maley  Cluff. 


1  Am  Praying  for  You. 

COPYRIGHT     1904,  BY  IRA  0.   6ANKEY. 
USED  BY  PER.      THE  BIOLOw  A  MAIN  CO. 


Ira  D.5ankey. 


1.  I      have  a    Sav  -  ior, He's  plead  -  ing  in  glo  -  ry,   A      dear,  lov-ing  Sav- 

2.  I      have  a     Fa  -  ther;  to    me       He  has  giv  -  en    A      hope  for   e  -  ter- 

3.  I      have  a     robe: 'tis  re -splend-ent  in  whiteness,  A -wait-  ing  in     glo- 

4.  When  Jesus  has  found  you,  tell  oth-ers  the   sto  -  ry,  That  my  lov  -  iDg  Sav- 
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tho'  earth-friends  be  few;  And  now  He  is  watch  -  ing  in     ten  -  der  -  nesa 
ty,  bless  -  ed  and  true;   And  soon  will  He   call  me  to     meet   Him  in 
my  won  -  der  -  ing  view;   Oh,  when  I  re  -  ceive    it   all    shin  -  ing   in 
is    your  Sav  -  ior  too;  Then  pray  that  your  Sav  -  ior  may  bring  them  to 
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Chorus. 
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o'er  me,  And,  oh,  that  my  Sav-ior  were  your  Sav-ior  too. 
heav  -  en,  But,  oh,  that  He'd  let  me  bring  you  with  me  tool 
brightness, Dear  friend  could  I  see  you  re-ceiv  -  ing  one  tool 
glo  -  ry,And  pray'r  will  be  answered— 'twas  answered  for  you  I 


For  you   I  am 
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praying,  For  you  I  am  praying,  For  you  I  am  praying,  I'm  pray  -ing  for  you. 
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No.  106. 


Robert  Morris. 


Memories  of  Galilee. 

H.  R.  PALMER    OWNER  OF  COPYRIGHT, 
U6EO   BY   PER. 


H.  R.  Palmer. 
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1.  Each  coo  -  ing  dove and  sigh  -  ing  bough That  makes  the 

2.  Each  flow -'ry  glen and  moss-y    dell, Where  hap  -py 

3.  And  when  I    read the  thrill-ing  lore Of  Him  who 


eve so  blest  to  me,  ......  Has  something  far di  -  vin  -  er 

birds in  song  a  -  gree, Thro'  sunny  morn the  prais  -  e8 

walked...     up  -  on  the  sea,  ......     I  long,   oh,  how I  long  once 
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now, It  bears  me  back to  Gal-i-lee. 

tell Of  sights  and  sounds in  Gal -» -lee. 

more Tofoi-low  Him in  Gal -1- lee. 


No.  107. 

W.  L.  T. 


Softly  and  Tenderly. 


Wat  L.  Thompson. 
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1.  Soft  -  ly  and  ten  -  der  -  ly    Je  -  sus    is    call-ing,  Call-ing    for 

2.  Why  should  we  tar  -  ry  -when  Je  -  sus    is  plead-ing,  Pleading    for 

3.  Time    is  now  fleet- ing,    the  moments  are  pass-ing,  Pass-ing  from 

4.  Oh!      for  the    won-der-ful  love  He  has  promised,  Promised   for 


£ P- 


-P P-i » 

*■ — i-^ [j ^ 


?=?=*: 


&fcbnfi 


t=t 


4 — Un- 


S 


n 


>  ^  1 1 


$ 


ft    h    p 


g? 


i= 


3=* 


^=^= 


±A-i 


A=* 


V-1*      ' 


S§ 


you  and  for  me,  See      on  the  por-tals  He's  waiting  and  watching, 

you  and  for  me?  Why  should  we  lin-ger  and  heed  not  His  mercies, 

you  and  from  me;  Shadows  are  gath-er  -ing,death-hedsarecoming, 

you  and  for  me;  Tho'  we  have  siun'd,  He  has  mer-cy  and  par-don, 
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Watching 
Mer  -  cies 
Com -ing 
Par  -  don 


for  you  and  for  me. 

for  you  and  for  me. 

for  you  and  for  me 

for  you  and  for  me. 
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Come  home,    come  home, 

Come  home,  come  home. 
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Ye    who  are   wea-ry,   come    home, 
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Je  -  sus     is     call-ing,  Call-ing,      O      sin-ner,   come     home! 
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No.  108.    Jesus,  My  Savior,  Have  MerGy  on  Me. 


Julia  H.  Johnston. 
r-h— h — fr     |Vjl 


Ira  Evans  Hicks- 


1.  Je  -  sus,  my  Sav-ior,  have  n;er-cy    on  me,  Thou  hast  all  po\v-er   my 

2.  Low  at  the  cross  of  my  Lord  cru-ci-fied.  Now  in  my  weakness,  I 

3.  Mer-cy  un-meas-ured,  and  boundless,  I  claim,  Free  for  theask-ing,  if 

4.  Since  Thou  hast  freely  bro't  pardon  and  peace,       0    let  my  wand'ring  and 
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soul  to  set  free;  Naught  can  I  bring  Thee,  by  sin  so  de  -  filed, 
long  to  a  -  bide;  There,  for  my  cleans-ing,  I  see  the  blood  shed, 
sought  in  His  Name;  Let  me  re-ceive  it,  a  bless -ing  un-priced, 
way-ward-ness  cease;  Saved  by   Thy  mer  -  cy,   and  kept  by  JThy  grace, 


Cleanse  me  0  Sav-ior,  and  make  me  Thy  child. 
'Twas  for  my  sake  He  hath  suf-fered  and  bled. 
Out  of  Thy  full-ness,  0  cru  -  ci-fied  Christ. 
Lord,  in  Thy  serv-ice,   as  -  sign  me    a  place. 
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mer-cy    on  me,      Mer-cy    I   ask,  and  have  no  oth  -  er  plea; 

mer       -       -       cy,         Mer       -       -       cy               on      me: 
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blood  can  for       sin-ners  a-tone,  Claim-ing  Tby  promise,  I  trust  Thee  a -lone. 
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No.  109. 


Trusting. 


E.  P.  Stiles.    Cho.  arr. 


Ira  Evans  Hicks. 
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1.  Sim  -  ply  trust-ing    ev  -  'ry       day,     Trust-ing  thru     a  storm  -  y     way; 

2.  Bright-ly   doth  His  Spir  -  it      shine       In  -  to    this  poor  heart  of     mine; 

3.  Sing-ing     if   my   way     is     clear,    Pray-ing,  if    the  path    is    drear; 
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E  -  ven  when  my  faith  is  small,  Trust-ing  Je  -  sus,  that  is  all. 
While  He  leads  I  can -not  faH,  Trust-ing  Je  -  sus,  that  is  all. 
If        in    dan  -  ger,  for  Him     call,     Trust-ing   Je  -  sus,  that   is         all. 
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Trust  -  ing,      trust-ing     as    the      mo    -    ments         fly,     Trust-ing, 

mo-ments  swiffc-  ly      fly, 
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Je  -  sus    as    the    < 

•      *              • 

Wttt 

lays        go          by; 

days  go    pass-ing    by: 

r-0       m ^ *       ^ 

Walk-ing     in    the     fa  -  vor 
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Of  my  bless-ed  Sav-ior,    Till      I    reach  my  Fa-ther's  home  on  high. 
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No.  110.      What  Will  you  Do  with  Jesus? 


Anon. 


Orr  A.  Cheek. 
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1.  Je  -  sus     is  stand-ing     in     Pi -lot's  hall,  Friend-less,  for- sak- en,    be- 

2.  Je  -  sus     is  Btand-ing    on    tri  -  al  still,      You   can    be  false  to    Him 

3.  Will  you  like  Pe  -  ter  your  Lord  de  -  nv,      Or      will  you  scorn  from  His 

4.  Je  -  sus,    I    give  Thee  my  heart  to-day,     Je  -  sus,   I'll    fol- low  Thee 
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trayed  by    all, 
if         you  will, 
foes      to    fly, 
all       the  way, 

JL      JL 

Heark-en,  what 
You     can  be 
Dar  -  ing  for 
Glad  -ly    o- 
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meaneth  the  sud- den  call, 
faith-ful  thro'  good  or    ill, 
Je-sus      to    live    or    die, 
bey-ing  Thee,  I     will  say, 
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What  will  you 
What  will  you 
What  will  you 
This    will     I 
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Chorus. 
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do  with    Je-sus.  What  will  you  do  with  Je-sus?  Neu-tral  you  can-not  be; 
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Some  day  your  heart  will  be   ask  -  ing    Oh,  what  will  He   do     with    me? 

JLJLJL  JL      JL      JL        N  ^ 


sg„  *   *  •  i    I    I  ifrH-y-fr  irr#-    f  iff  h 


Copyright,  1913,  by  Orr  A.  Cheek. 


No.  111.    How  Wonderful  that  He  Should  Ghoose  Me. 


Julia  H.  Johnston. 


Ira  Evans  Hicks. 


1.  0    match-less  love  of       Je  -  sus  Christ  That  He  should  e'en  choose  me! 

2.  I       have  no  mer  -  it       of      my  own,  My    need,   my  on  -  ly    plea; 

3.  Too  weak  and  blind  to    find      the  way,  My    Lord       I  could  not    see, 

4.  0      Sav-ior  Christ,  now  Thine  a -lone    For  -  ev  -  er  would   I      "be; 
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And,  spite  of  all  my  sin  and  guilt,  Make  me  His  child  to  bel 
In  His  com-pas-sion,  Je  -  sus  Christ  Hath  called  and  chos  -  en  me  I 
But  now  my  heart  with  joy  o'er-flows,  That  He  should  choose  e'en  me. 
For    some  sweet  serv-ice     of  Thine  own,  Choose  me,   0  Lord,  choose  me. 
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Chorus. 
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0  matchless  love  of  Christ  a-bove,  How  won-der-ful  and  free! 

match-less  love.  How  wonderful  and  free! 
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0    grace  di-vine,  what  joy     is  mine  That  He  should  e'en  choose  me! 
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No.  112. 

Rev.  I.  Watts. 


We  Ye  Marching  to  Zion. 

COPYRIGHT  PROPERTY  OF  MARY  RUNvON  ICWRr. 
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Rer.  Robert  Lowry. 
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1.  Come,  we  that    love  the  Lord,  And  let  our  jo#s  be  known,  Join  in    a  song  with 

2.  Let  those    re  -  fuse  to   sing  Who  nev  -  er  knew  our  God;  But  chil-dren  of    the 

3.  The     hill   of     Zi  -  on  yields]  A  thou-sand  sa-cred  sweets,  Be-fore  we  reach  the 

4.  Then  let    our  songs  a-bound,  And  ev  -  'ry  tear  be  dry;  We're  marching  thro'  Im- 
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aweet  laccord,  Join    in     a  soDg  with  sweet  accord,    And  thus  sur-round  the  throne, 
heav'n-ly  King,  But  chil-dren  of  the  beav'n-Iy  King,  May  speak  their  joys    a-broad, 
haa7'n-Iy  fields,  Be  -  fore    we  reach  the  heav'nly  fields,  Or  walk  the     gold  -  en  streets 
mannel's  ground,  We're  marching  thro*  IramanuePs  ground,  To  fair-er  worlds  on  high, 

And  thus  surround  the  throne.  And  tlim 
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And  thus  surround  the  throne. 

May  speak  their  joys  a-broad.    We're  marching  to   Zi-on,  Beau-ti-ful,  beau-ti-ful 
Or    walk  the  gold-en  streets. 
To    fair  -  er  worlds  on    high, 
sar  -  round  the  throne.    We're  marching  on  to   Zi-on, 
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Zi  -  on;  We're  marching  upward  to  Zi  -  on,   The  bean-ti-ful  cit-y    of   God. 
Zi-on,    Zi-on, 
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No.  113 


Guide  Me. 


Will: am  Williams. 
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Ira  Evans  Hicks. 
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1.  Guide  me,  0    thou  great  Je  -  ho  -  vah,  Pil-grim  thro'  this  bar-ren  land, 

2.  0   -    pen  now  the  crys  -  tal  foun-tain, Whence  the  healing  waters  flow  ; 

3.  When  I  tread  the  verge  of  Jor  -  dan,  Bid  my  anx  -  ious  fears  subside  ; 
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I     am  weak,but  thou  art  might-y,  Hold  me  with  thy  powerful  hand  : 

Let  the  fier  -  y,  cloud-y     pil  -  lar,  Lead  me    all    my  jour-ney  thro'  : 

Bear  me  thro'  the  swell-ing  cur-rent ;  Land  me  safe  on  Canaan's  side  : 
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Bread  of  heav-en,  Bread  of  heav  en, Feed  me  till        I     want  no  more  ; 

Strong  de-liv-'rer,  Strong  deliv'rer,  Be  thou  still  my  strength  and  shield; 

Song  of  prais-es,  Song  of  prais-es,     I     will  ev   -   er    give  to    thee ; 
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Bread  of  heav-en,  Bread  of  heav-en, Feed  me  till       I     want  no  more. 

Strong  de-liv-'rer, Strong  de-liv-'rer, Be  thou  still  my  strength  and  shield. 

bong  of  prais-es,  Song  of  prais-es,     I    will   ev  -  er    give   to  thee. 
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No.  114.      Lead  Me  Gently  Home,  Father. 


WILL  L.  THOMPSON  &  CO.,  OWNERS  OF  COP>  RIGHT. 


W.  L.T. 

Solo  or  Duet,  ditiib. 
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1.  Lead  me  gen-tly  home,  Father,  Lead  me  gen- tly  home,  When  life's  toils  are 
?.  Lead  me  gen-tly  home,  Father,  Lead  me  gen*tlyhome,      In  life's dark-wt 
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end  -  ed,  And  parting  days  have  come,  Sin  no  more  shall  tempt  me, Ne'er  from 
hours,  Father,  When  life's  troubles  come,  Keep  my  feet  from  wand'ring,  Lest  from 
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Thee  I'll  roam,   If  Thou'It  on  -  Iy  lead  me,  Father,  Lead  me  gen-tly  home. 
Thee  I     roam,    Lest  I      fall  up  -  on  the  wayside,  Lead  me  gen-tly  home. 
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Lead  me  gen  -  tly  home,     Fa  -  ther  Lead    me  gen  -  tly, 

Lead     me    gen  -  tly  home,  Fa  -  ther,    Lead  me  gon  -  tly     home.  Fa  -  ther, 
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Lest  I    fall  up  -  on    the  way -side,    Lead     me  gen  -  tly  home. 

.  gen -tly  home. 
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No.  115 


Jesus  Is  Calling. 


Ira  Evans  Hicks. 
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1.  TheMas-ter      is    come  and   is    call-ing    to-day,      Je  -  sus  is 

2.  In    sor-row    he    call  -  eth,"0  come  un  -  to    me,"    Je  -  sus  is 

3.  The  Sav-iour  has     followed  thy  wan  -  der  -  ing  path,    Je  -  sus  is 

4.  Tho'  of  -  ten     re  -  jec  -  ted  he    call  -  eth    a  -  gain,    Je  -  sus  is 
5.0    wonder     of     won- ders  that  Je-sus  should  come, Je  -  sus  is 
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call-ing  for  Thee,     Then  hasten,   O     sin-ner,and  turn  not  a  -  way, 

call-ing  for  Thee,  "Thy  sor-rows  I'll  car-ry,"  he    say-ethto    thee, 

call-ing  for  Thee,     To    res-cue  from  sin  and  to  save  thee  from  death, 

call  ing  for  Thee,     So     pa-tient-ly  wait-ing  to  cleanse  thee  from  sin, 

call-ing  for  Thee,     To    lead  you  from  sin  to  the  heav-en  -  ly  home, 
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Chorus 
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No.  116. 


Hasten  To  The  Harvest. 


I.  E.  H. 


Ira  Evans  Hicks. 
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1.  Lift  your  eyes,  ye    i  -  die  Chris-tians,  See  the    fields  al-read-y    white, 

2.  Chris-tian,  stand  not  i-dly  wait-ing,   Gold-en    hours  are  pass-ing    by. 

3.  When  the  Master's  voice  shall  call  you,  And  your  work  on  earth  is     done, 
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Wait-ing  for  the   will-  ing  reap-er-  To  the  work  with  all  your     might! 
Join  the  ranks  of  faithful  gleaners,  Gathering  for  the  home  on     high. 
Dare  you  go  in  -  to'  His  presence,  With  no  sheaves  that  you  have    won? 
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Chorus. 
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Haste,  ye  Christians,  to  the  har  -  vest!    Soon  will  set  the  glow-ing  sun, 

glowing  sun, 
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And  your  toil-ing  for  the  Master,  Will    for  -  ev  -  er-more    be       done. 
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No.  117. 


Why  Will  Ye  Die? 


Julia  H.  Johnston. 


Ira  Evans  Hicks. 


1.  He     liv-eth,  the  cru-ci-fied  Je  -  sus,  Who  car-ried  your  sin  on     the  cross; 

2.  With-out  Him  there  is  no    re-demp-tion,  But    in  Him  is    life  ev  -  er  -  more; 

3.  0     why  will  you  tri-fle  with  dan-ger,   His  peace  and  His  par-don  re-fuse? 

4.  How  long  will  you  keep  Je-sus  wait-ing?  Be-ware,  for  the  night  com-eth  nigh; 

h   r>  h  h  h  r>    fc 


fzjL;_ L,_  i~i=i~  t= r+\ — r=z 


^=£ 


f±t 


m 


T 


— ^ — # — * 


^-^ 


ic 


?^z« 


fcrh    h    h 


=% 


#— -0 #-J#^ # * * # L1_Z2_J 


He      of-fers  you  life  ev  -  er  -  last  -  ing,  And  will  you  choose  death,  with  its  Iosb? 
He  waits,  in  His  love  and  com-pas-sion,  The  wan-der-ing  soul    to    re  -  store. 
He     pa-tient-ly  waits  to    be    gra-cious,  But  you  must  your  des-ti  -  ny   choose. 
This  day  is    the  day  of    sal  -  va-tion,  And  will  you  choose  rather,  to    die? 
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Chorus. 


0,  look un-to  Je-sus  the  Sav    -    ior,   For  now  your  sal-va-tion    is    nigh; 

Sav-ior  to-day,  is  nigh; 
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There's  no  oth-er  way— but  He  calls  you  to-day,  And  why  then,0  why  will  you  die? 
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Holy  is  the  Lord. 


Fanny  J.  Cbosby,  1869. 

Wm,  B.  Bradbuby.  1861 
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1.  Ho  -   ly,    ho  -  ly,      ho   -  ly   is      the  Lord!    Sing,     0       ye   peo  -  pie, 

2.  Praise  Him,  praise  Him!  shout  a -bud    for  joy,     Watch-man     of     Zi    -  on, 

3.  King     e  -  ter-nal,    bless -ed  be     His  name!     So     may    His  chil  -  dren 
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glad-  ly        a-dore  Him:   Let     the  mount  -ains  trem  -  ble  at       His  word; 

her-  aid     the   sto  -  ry;     Sin      and   death    His    king  -  dom  shall    de-stroy; 

glad  -  ly        a  -  dore  Him,  When     in    heav'n  we     join     the  hap  -  py'strain, 
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hills  be  joy  -  ful  be  -  fore  Him;  Might -y  in  wis  -  dom, 
earth  shall  sing  of  His  glo  -  ry;  Praise  Him,  ye  an  -gels, 
cast     our  bright  crowns  be -fore  Him,     There  in      His  like  -  ness 
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bound-less       in  mer  -  cy,  Great    is       Je  -  ho  -  vah,  King     o  -  ver   all. 

ye      who       be-hold   Him  Robed   in      His  splen- dor,  match-less    di  -  vine. 

joy  -  ful         a-wak  -  ing,  There  we     shall  see    Him,  there    we  shall  sing. 
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Chorus. 
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Ho-ly,  ha 


ly,  ho  -  ly   is    the  Lord,  Let  the  hills   be  joy  -  ful   be  -  fore  Him. 
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Praise  Him  Evermore*- 

(L1NGHAM.    C.  M.)     • 


^m^m. 


1.  We     sfng  the  Fa 
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3.  We     sing  the  Spir 

4.  And  when,  re  -  deemed 
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drous  love,     Its  rich  and  boundless 
and    death,  Who  all    onr    sor-rows 
it's  cleans  -  ing    power,  Who  doth  our  souls  re- 
and  sane  -  ti    -    fied    We  reach  the  heav'n-ly 
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store,  Its  rich  and  bound-less  store;  We,  too,  shall  love  'Him  in        re- 
bore.  Who  all         our  sor-rows  bore;  We'll  bless  Him  with  our  lat  -  est 
store,  Who  doth  our  souls  re -store;    In     ho-ly      Hv     -  ing  may   we 
shore,  We  reach  the  heav'n-ly   shore,  We   shall  ex  -  tol  the    Tri  -  une 
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turn, 
breath, 
learn' 
God, 


And  praise  Him  ev  -  er  -  more,  And 

And  praise  Him  ev  -  er  -  more,  And 

To    praise  Him  ev  -  er  -  more,  To 

And  praise  Him  ev  -  er  -  more,  And 
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And  praise  Him  ev  -  er- 
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And    praise  Him      er  -  er  -   more- 
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And     praise  Him     en     -     er- 
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praise  Him  ev  -  er  -  more, 

more. 
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And   praise 
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Him    ev  -  er  -  more. 
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more. 


And    praiae  Him    ev  -  er-more,  And  praise  Him      ev  -  er    -     more. 
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What  Wilt  Thou  Say? 


Julia  H.  Johnston. 


Ira  Evans  Hicks. 
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1.  When  God  thy  soul    shall  vis   -  it          In    that  fast-com  -  ing 

2.  While  He  doth  call     in    mer  -  cy,        Thy  Sav  -  ior    and     thy 

3.  He     longs  to  draw  thee    to      Him,       To  name  thee  by      His 

4.  Be  -  fore    on    sin's  dark  mount-ains,  Where  Death's  dread  shadow 
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When  judg-ment  o   - 
Wilt  thou  re  -  fuse 
But      if    thou  wilt 
Ye     seek  for  light 
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ver-takes 
His  mes  - 
not  heark 
all    vain  - 

thee, 

sage? 
■  en, 

iy, 
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0  soul, 
Then  thou 
Then  thine 

0     hear 
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what  wilt    thou      say? 
shalt  feel     His       rod. 
shall  be      the      shame, 
the  Voice  that      calls. 
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What  wilt  thou  say,  when  dark  -  ness        Shall  cov-er  all    the    way?. . . . 

out  -  er  dark -ness  the  way? 
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When  God  comes  near  to    pun    -    ish,     0,  soul,  what  wilt    thou    say? 

pun  -  ish  thee, 
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No.  121.    oome,  noiy  spirit,  neavenly  Dove. 

Isaac  Watts.  TURNER.  Abraham  Maxim. 
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1.  Come,  Ho  -  ly 

2.  Look  how    we 

3.  In        vain    we 

4.  Fa  -  ther,  and 


Spir  -  it,  heav'n  -  ly    Dove,  With 

grov  -  el  here     be  -  low,  Fond 

tune    our  form  -  al     songs,  In 
shall     we        ev  -  er      live     At 
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all    thy  quickening 
of  these  earth-ly 
vain    we  strive  to 
this   poor  dy  -  ing 
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Kin  -  die     a     flame  of     sa  -  cred   love,  Kin- 

Our  souls,  how  heav-i   -    ly     they    go,  Our 

Ho  -  san-nas     Ian  -  guish  on  ^our  tongues,  Ho- 

Our    love   so     faint,  so  cold*    to    thee,  Our 

1.  Kin  -  die         a      flame  of 
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die      aflame   of      sa-cred    love  In   these  cold  hearts  of 

souls,how heav-i  -   ly    they    go,    To  reach  e    -    ter-nal 

san  -  nas   lan-guish  on  our  tongues,  And  our  de  -  vo  -  tion 

love  so  faint,  so     cold   to     thee,  And  thine  to     us       so 

ea  -  cred  love      In     these  cold  hearts •  .     of 
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ours,  Kin- 
joys;  Our 
dies;  Ho- 
great?  Our 

ours. 
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these   cold  hearts    of        ours. 
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la      these      cold     hearts    of       ours. 
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die       a  flame  of       sa-cred   love  In  these 

souls, how  heav-i    -    ly    they    go,   To  reach 

san-nas    lan-guish  on  our  tongues, And  our 

love  so  faint,  so     cold    to  thee,  And  thine 
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cold  hearts  of  ours. 

e   -   ter-nal  joys, 

de  -  vo  -  tion  dies. 

to      us      so  great? 


No.  122 


Light  After  Darkness. 


F.  R.  Havergal. 


Ira  E.  Hicks. 


1.  Light    aft  -  er      dark  -  ness,    Gain     aft  -  er 

2.  Sheaves  aft  -  er     sow  -  ing,      Sun      aft  -  er 

3.  Near    aft  -  er       dis  -  tant,     Gleam  aft  -  er 


W 

loss,  Strength  aft  -  er 
rain,  Sight  aft  -  er 
gloom,  Love       aft  -  er 
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weak  -  ness, 

mys-ter-y, 

lone-li-ness, 


Crown    aft  -  er     cross; 
Peace     aft  -  er     pain; 
Life       aft  -  er     tomb; 


Sweet  aft  -  er 
Joy  aft  -  er 
Aft  -   er     long 


bit  -  ter, 
sor  -  row, 
ag  -  o  -  ny, 


Jtb  J    !  _hJTJ.ii*-  *  n?^N^jdv— i    m  U4- 


Hope  aft-  er   fears,  Home  aft-  er  wan  -  d'rings,    Praise  aft  -  er   tears. 
Calm  aft -er   blast,  Rest    aft-er   wea-ri  -  ness,    Sweet  rest    at   last. 
Rapt-ure   of   bliss,  Right  was  the  path  -   way    Lead  -  ing   to    this. 
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CHO.-'Tis  the     old     time  re  -  lig  -  ion,  'Tis  the      old   time    re  -  lig  -  ion, 

1.  It     was    good     for    our  moth-ers,  It     was   good  for    our  moth-ers, 

2.  Makes  me  love    ev  -  'ry  -  bod  -  y ,   Makes  me  love     ev  -  'ry  -  bod  -  y, 
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'Tis  the  old  time  re  -  lig  -ion,  It's  good  e  -  nough  for  me. 
It  was  good  for  our  moth-ers,  It's  good  e  -  nough  for  me. 
Makes  me  love      ev  -  'ry  -  bod  -  y,      It's  good    e  -  nough  for     me. 
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No.  124. 


Friend  of  Sinners. 


C.  Newman  Hall. 
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1.  Friend  of  sin  -  ners!  Lord   of     Glo  -  ry;  Low-Iy,  Might-y!     Broth-er,  King! 

2.  Friend  who  nev-er    fails  nor    grieves  us,  Faith-ful,  ten-der,  con-stant,  kind! 

3.  0      to     love    and  serve  Thee   bet  -  ter!  From  all    e  -  vil      set      us  free; 

4.  Looking  for     Thy  bright  ap  -  pear -ing,  May  our  spir- its       up-ward  tend; 
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Mus-ing  o'er  Thy  won-drous  sto  -  ry,  Grate-ful  we  Thy  prais-es  sing. 
Friend  who  at  all  time  re  -  ceives  us,  Friend  who  came  the  lost  to  find. 
Break,Lord,  ev  - 'ry  sin  -  ful  fet  -  ter;  Be  each  tho't  conformed  to  Thee. 
Till    no      long  -  er    doubt-ing,    fear  -  ing,  We    be -hold  the    sinner's  Friend  1 
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Chorus. 
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Friend  to    help     us,  com-fort,     save    us,    In  whom  pow'r  and    pit  -  y  blend, 
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Praise  we  must  the  grace  which  gave 
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us  Je  -  sus  Christ,  the  sinners' Friend! 
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No.  125         Some  Day  I'm  Going  Home. 


I.  E.  H. 

Sop.  and  Alto  or  Tenor  Duet  to  Chorus. 


Ira  Evans  Hicks. 
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1.  Some  day  I'm  going  home  To  dwell  on  earth  no  more.I  then  shall  cease  to  roam,my  tri-als 

2.  My   journey  here  below, Ha3  sometimes  weary  been, And  full  of  pain  and  woe,And  some-times 

3.  And  while  I  journey  here  I'll  try  some  sou!  to  bring,To  leave  His  doubt  and  lear,And  serve  my 
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will    be  o'er,  And  by  my  Saviour's  side,W  ith  all  the  ransomed  blest,   I       ev-er  shall  a  - 
dark  with  sin,But  still  I'm  pressing  on,  The  hour  will  surely  come  H  hen  Christ  shall  say,"Well 
Lord  and  King.Then  at  the  Lord's  right  hand.That  soul  and  I,  some  day,With-out  a  fear  shall 
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Sop.  or  Texor.   Obligate. 
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Home, 


home, 


sweet,    sweet 
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bide,  And  with  them  be     at  rest. 

done."  And    I  shall  reach  my  home.  0  how  sweet  'twill  be!. . . .  To    be  with  Christ  at 

stand,  And    hap-py   be    for  aye. 
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home!       There's   no         place  like  home! There's  no...   place  like  home. 


t=x 


¥ 


?-^—*—-^j-.j 


^=i=v^ 


# 


^ 


i 

home!.. . 


r 


0  how  sweet  'twill  be,. 


To        be  with  Christ  at  home. 
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The  Way-side  Gross. 
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Solo,  ad  lib.  (Declamatory  Style.) 
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1.  "Which  way  shall  I  take?"  shouts  a  voice  on  the  night, "I'm  a  pil  -  grim    a- 

2.  "Which  way  shall  I  take      for  the  bright  gold-en  span    That   bridg  -  es  the 

3.  "See  the  lights  from  the  palace  in   sil  -  ver  -  y  lines, How  they  pen-cil  the 
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wea-ried,  and  spent  is     my  light;    And  i     seek 
wa  -  ters  so  eafe  -  ly      for    man?  To  the  right? 
fcedg  -  es  and  fruit  la  -  den    vines—  My     fortune  1 
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for  a  palace,  that 
to  the  left?  ah, 
my        all!      for 
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Slower  and  sustained. 
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rests  on    the   hill,  But  be-tween    us,  a  stream  li  -  eth  sul  -  len  and  chill. 

me!   if      I   knew— The   night    is   so  dark,  and  the  pass -ers  so    few." 

one  tan-gled  gleam  That    sifts  thro*  the  lil  ■  ies,  and  wastes  on  the  stream." 
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Near,near  thee.my  son,is  the  old  wayside  cross,Like  a  gray  friar  cowl'd,in  lichens 
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and  moss;And  its  cross-beam  will  point  to  the  bright  golden  span,That  bridges  the 
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♦The  chorea  should  begin  while  (he  solo  voice  is  still  holding  the  Ust  note. 


The  Wayside  Cross. 

Coda  pp.     To  be  »ung  after  last  stanza. 
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wa-ters   so  safe-ly  for  man;That  brid-ges  the  wa-ters   so  safe-Iy    for  man. 
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No  127 


0  Gould  I  Speak. 
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Ad.  Lowell  Mason. 
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1.  0    could  I  speak  the  matchless  worth,' 0  could  I  sound  the  glories  forth,  Which 
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in  my  Sav-iour  shine,  I'd  soar  and  touch  the  heav'nly  strings,  And  vie  with  Gabriel 
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while  he  sings  In  notes  al-most  divine,  In  notes  al-most    di-vine.    A 
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2  I'd  sing  the  precious  blood  He  spilt, 
My  ransom  from  the  dreadful  guilt 

Of  sin  and  wrath  divine  1 
I'd  sing  His  glorious  righteousness, 
In  which  all-perfect  heavenly  dress 

My  soul  shall  ever  shine. 

3  I'd  sing  the  characters  He  bears, 
And  all  the  forms  of  love  He  wears, 

Exalted  on  His  throne: 


V    V  m  V 

In  loftiest  songs  of  sweetest  praise, 

I  would  to  everlasting  days 

Make  all  His  glories  known. 
4  Well— the  delightful  day  will  come, 
When  my  dear  Lord  will  bring  me  home 

And  I  shall  see  His  face: 
Then  with  my  Saviour,  Brother,  friend, 
A  blest  eternity  I'll  spend, 

"Triumphant  in  His  grace. 

Samuel  Medley. 


No.  128 


John  Newman. 


Lead,  Kindly  Light. 


Ira  Evans  Hicks. 
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1.  Lead,  Kind-ly       Light,     a  -  mid  th'en-cir-cling  gloom,  Lead  Thou  me  on, 

2.  I          was  not        ev    -    er  thus,  nor  prayed  that  Thou  Shouldst  lead  me  on, 

3.  So       long  Thy    power  hath  blessed  me, sure  it    still    Will     lead  me  on, 
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Lead  Thou  me     on;     The  night  is  dark,   and      I     am    far  from  home,     The 
Shouldst  lead  me    on;       I  loved  to  choose  and    see  my  path,  dear  Lord,       I 
Will      lead  me     on      O'er  moor  and  fen,  o'er  crag  and    tor-rent  wild,      O'er 
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night  is  dark,  and  I  am  far  from  home,  lead  Thou  me  on!  Keep  Thou 
loved  to  choose  and  see  my  path,  but  now  lead  Thou  me  on!  I  loved 
moor  and  fen,    o'er  crag  and  tor -rent,  till    the  night      is         gone,  And  with 


Keep  Thou  my  feet; 
I  loved  the  day, 
And    with  the  morn 


I       do     not     ask     to     see 
the   day     and   spite     of    fears, 
those  an  -  gel     fac  -  es    shine 
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my   feet; 
the    gar 
the  morn 
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I    do  not  ask  to     see 
ish  day, and  spite  of  fears, 
those  an-gel  fac  -  es  smile, 


the  dis-tant  scene  ;Keep  Thou  my 
pride  ruled  my  will;  I  loved  the 
which  I  once  loved  And  with  the 
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feet;   I     do  not  ask  to     see    the  distant  scene;  One  step  e-nough  for    me. 
gar -ish  day,  and, spite  of  fears,Pride  ruled  my  will;  Re-mem-ber  not  past  years, 
morn  those  an-gel  fac  -  es  smile  Which  I  have  loved  Long  since  and  lost  a  -  while. 
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No.  129         The  Lord  Is  My  Shepherd. 


T.  K03CHA*. 


Lenin,    m 
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1.  The      Lord    is     my    Shep-herd,  no  want  shall  I  know,      I 

2.  Thro'  the  val  -  ley    and   shad  -  ow  of  death  tho*    I  stray,  Sinco 

3.  In  the  midst  of      af  -  flic  -  tion  my  ta  -  ble     is  spread;  With 

4.  Let      gocd-ness  and    mer  -  cy,  my  boun-ti  -  ful  God,     Still 
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feed    in 

green  pas -tares,  safe  told-ed      I 

rest;     lie  lead-eth  my 

Thou  art 

my  Guardian,     no     e  -   vil      I 

fear;   Thy  rod  shall  de- 

bless -ings 

•un-meas-ured     my    cup  run-neth 

o'er;  With  perfume  and 

f ol  -  low 

my  steps  till      I    meet  Thee   a  - 

bove.     I   seek  by  the 
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soul  where  the  still  wa-ters  flow,  Re  -  stores  rr.-vl'tu  wand  'ring,  re- 
fend  me,  Thy  staff  be  my  stay;  No  harm  can  be  -  fall,  with  my 
oil  Thou  a-noint-est  my  head;  Oh,  what  shall  I  ask  of  Thy 
path  which  my  f ore  -  f  a-thers  trod,  Thro^the  land  of  their  so-journ,  Thy 
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deems  when  oppressed,  Re-stores  me  when  wandxing,  redeems  when  oppressed. 
Corn-fort  -  er  near,    No     harm  can  be -fall,  with  my  Coin-fort -er  near.    ' 
prov  -  i-dence  more?  Oh,   what  shall   I    ask    of    Thy  prov-i-dence  mora 
king-dom  of  love,  Thro'  the  land  of  their  so-journ,  Thy  kingdom  of  love. 
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E.  A.  Hoffman. 


Abundantly  Able  to  Save. 

COPYRIGHT.  1884.  BY  BIGLOW  &  MAIN.  NEW  YORK- 
USED  BY  PER. 


P.  P.  Bliss. 


£-*—&--* 


S^l^^iggggfl^l 


1.  Who-ev-er     re  -  ceiv  -  eth  the  Cru  -  ci-fied 

2.  Who-ev-er    re  -  ceiv  -  eth  the  mes-sage  of 

3.  Who-ev-er     re  -  pents   and  for-sakes  ev-'ry 


One,  Who-ev-er  be- 
God,  And  truths  in  the 
sin,     And    o-pen3   his 
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liev  -  eth  on  God's  on-ly  Son,  A  free  and  a  per  -  feet  sal-va-tion  shall 
power  of  the  soul-cleansing  blood,  A  full  and  e  -  ter  -  nal  redemption  shall 
heart  for  the  Lord  to  come  in,        A  pres-ent  and  per  -  feet  sal-va-tion  shall 
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have;  For  He    is     a  -  bun-dant-ly     a  -  ble   to  save. 

have;  For  He    is  both     a   -   ble  and  will-ing   to  save.  My  brother, the 

have;  For  Je-sus  is       read  -  y    this  mo-mentto  save. 
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Mas       -      ter    is  call-ing  for    thee; His  grace  and  His  mer     -      cy.are 

Broth-er,  the  Mas-ter     is  come,  and  is>    call-ing  for  thee;  Brother.His  grace  and  Hia 
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wondrously    free; His  blood  as  a     ran        -        som  for  sinners  He 

mer-cy     are    won-drous-ly  free;  Broth-ei.  His  blood  as     a     ran-som  for 

|\    |s    [*    |.  00:+  -#-     iv  h    h    f>    r> 


B±aa± 


^-s      i  I  |g— U= 


*=£EEgEEEgEeEgE} 


F=t 


Abundantly  Able  to  Save. 
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gave, And  He  is    a  -  bun     -    -     dant-ly      a  -  ble  to      save. 

sin-nors   He  gave.  And     He   is       a  -  bun-dant-  ly        a  -  ble     to        save. 
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Come,  Sinner,  Come, 


"W.  E.  Witter  and  Mrs.  C.  M.  Alexander. 
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1.  While 

2.  Are 

3.  Why 

4.  Far 

5.  Oh, 


Je  -  sus  whispers  to  you,  Come,  sin-ner, 
you  too,heav  -  y  lad  -  en?  Come,  sin-ner, 

will  you  longer  doubt  Him, Come, sin-ner, 
off  you  may  have  wandered, Come,sinner, 

hear  His  ten-der  pleading, Come,  sin-ner, 
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come! 
come! 
come! 
come! 
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pray-ing  for  you,  Come, 

bear  your  bur-den,  Come, 

do  without  Him,Come, 

.may  have  squandered, Come, 

ceive  the  blessing,  Come, 


sin-ner,  come! 
sin-ner,  come! 
sin-ner,  come! 


Now     is     the    time  to  own  Him 
Je  -  sus    will    not  deceive  you 

For    you  His    heart  is  yearning, 
sin-ner,  come!   Cease  now,  your  heart  to  hard-en, 
sin-ner,  come:   While    Je  -  sus  whispers  to    you 
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Come,  sinner,  cpme! 
Come,  sinner,  come; 
Come,  sinner,  come! 
Come,  sinner,  come 


Now  is    the  time  to  know  Him,Come,sinner, 

Je-sus  will  now  receive  you, Come,sinner, 

Why  not    to  Him  be  turning?  Come,sinner, 

Je  -sus  will  free-ly  par-don,  Come, sinner, 

Come,  sinner,  come!  While  we    are  praying  for  you,  Come, sinner, 


come! 
come! 
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No.  132       Would  Jesus  Have  the  Sinner  Die? 


C.  Wesley. 
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Would  Jesus  Have  the  Sinner  Die?    Concluded 
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Meet  Mother  in  the  Skies. 
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1.  In        a    lone  -  ly  grave  -  yard,  ma-ny  miles  a -way,   Lies  your  dear  old 

2.  Now  the  old  home,  va-  cant,   has  no  charms  for  you;  One  dear  form    is 

3.  Now  in  true  re  -  pent  -  ance  to     the  Sav  -  ior  flee,    He  who  par-doned 
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moth  -  er,  'neath  the  cold,  cold  clay; 
ab  -  sent,  moth  -  er,  kind  and  true; 
moth  -  er,  mer  -  cy    has   for    thee; 


Mem  -  'ries  oft   re  -  turn  -  ing 
Ev  -  er  -  more  she  dwells  where 
Now  He  waits  to  com  -  fort, 
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of  her  tears  and  sighs,  If  you  love  your  moth-er,  meet  her  in  the  skies, 
pleas-ure  nev  -  er  dies,  If  you  love  your  moth-er,  meet  her  in  the  skies. 
He  will  not    de  -  spise,  If  you  love  your  moth-er,  meet  her  in  the  skies. 
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Lis  -  ten  to  her  plead-ing,  "Wand 'ring  boy,  come  home,  "Lovingly  en 
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treat  -  ing,    do    no    long  -  er    roam;    Let  your  man  -  hood  wak-  en, 
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heav'nward  lift  your  eyes;    If   you  love  your  mother,  meet  her  in  the  ckies. 
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C.  L.  Eby. 


All  My  Life. 

He  that  losetk  his  life  for  My  sake  shall  find  it. 


Duet.  Sop.  &  Tenor. 
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1.  All  ray    life  I'll  give  to    Je-sus— All  my  time  at  His  com-mand. 

2.  All  my    life  I'll  give  to    Je-sus— He     is  all      in     all      to    me: 

3.  He  may  use  me    at  His  pleasure— Cast  ine  down,  if 'tis  His  will,— 
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While  He  leads  me,  while  He  holds  me       In    the    hol-low    of    His    hand. 

He's  redeemed  my  soul  from  bondage,     He  has    set   my    spir-it      free. 

If      I  may,  but    iu        a    measure,  Life's  great  mission  thus  ful    -fill. 
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Aud  I'll  tell  the  gladsome  sto-ry,    How  He  died  to    set    me     free. 
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All  my  life  I'll  give  Himglo-iy,     For    He  is    so  good    to      iv.e. 
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"Words  t<y  a  convict, 


Ira  Evans  Hi-ks. 
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1.  Sow  -  ing  the  tare3,  when  it  might  have  been  wheat,       Sow  -  ing     of 

2.  Sow  -  ing  the  tares,    how       dark  the    black  sin,  Min  gling     a 

3.  Sow  -  ing  the  tares     tfeat       bring  sor  -  row  down,  Robs   of      its 

4.  Sow  -  ing  the  tares   un  -  der  cov  -  er      of  night,  Which  might  have  been 
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mal   -   ice,  spite   and      de  -  ceit,  We  might   have  sown  ros  -   es        a- 

curse  with  life's  sweet-est     hymn,  And  heed  -  ing      no     an  -  guish,    no 

jew  -  els  life's  fair  -  est   crown,  And  turn  -  ing     to      sil  -  ver      the 

wheat,  all  gold  -  en       and  bright;  0     heart,   turn    to     Je  -  sus      with 
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mid  life's  sad  cares,  While  we  were  so     cru  -  el  -  ly  sow -ing  the   tares, 

pit  -  e  -  ou3  pray'rs,  While  we  were  so     cru  -  el  -  ly  sow  -  ing  the   tares, 

once  gold-en  hairs,    Grown  whiter    and  whit-er     as  we  sowed  the  tares, 

sor-row  and  pray'rs,  And  plead  for  for  -  give-ness  for  sow  -  ing  the   tares. 
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Sow-ing    the  tares,  Lord,  for-give   us,  we  pray,  Sow-ing  the  tares,  Lord,  for 

Sow-ing    the  tares,  Sow-ing  the  tares,  Sow-ing  the  tares, 
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give    ud,     we  pray;  We  plead  for  for -give-ness  for  sow-ing  the  tares. 

Sow  -  ing    the  tares,  bitter  tares. 
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Sowing  the  Tares.    Concluded. 
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Sow  -  ing  the  tares,  Lord,  forgive   us,    we  pray, 
1^       ^       ^       N       ^s       ^  Sow-ing   the  tares, 
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Sow-ing  the  tares,  Lord,  for 


give    ns,   we  pray;   We  plead  for   f  or  -  give-ness  for  sow-ing  the  tares. 


Come,  Come  To-day. 

Harmony  by  Ira  Eva>~s  Hicks. 
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1.  0  come,  come  away  from  worldly  toil    re  -  pos-ing!  Let  bus-  y     care     a 

2.  0  come,  where  the  Sun  of  Righteousness  is  shining,  And  ev  -'ry    day     is 

3.  0  come,  where  the  stream  of  life  is  ev-er    flow-ing;  Its  wa  -  ters  still  your 

4.  Your  sorrow  and  care,  come,  cast  upon  the  Saviour,  And  He  from  grief  will 
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while  for-bear!  0  come,  come  away!  0  come,  sal  -  vation's  joys    re-new;  Come, 

sweet  as  May!  0  come,  come  to-day!  Come  to  this  heav'nly  resting-place,  And 

soul   will    fill!  0  come,  come  to-day!  Come,  rest  beside  this  crystal  stream,  And 

bring  re  -  lief!  0  come,  come  to-day!  0  come,  where  Christ  will  smile  on  thee, And 
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test  the  Saviour's  friendship  true;  He  waits  to  welcome  you!  0  come,  come  away! 
taste  the  Saviour's  wondrous  grace;  Come,  see  His  blessed  face!  0  come,  come  to-day! 
realize  your  fairest  dream ;  HeavVs  light  will  round  you  gleam !  0  come,  come  to-day ! 
when  Bis  blessed  face  you  see,  Your  heart  will  hap-py  be!    0  come,  come  to-day! 
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Show  Us  Thy  Mercy. 
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1.  Show  us  Thy  mer-cy,     0   Mas-ter,    Low    at    Thy  foot-stool  we  bow, 

2.  Grant  us  Thy  peace  and  Thy  par  -  don    Pur-chased  on  Cal  -  va  -  ry 's  tree, 

3.  Look  on    the    sin  -  ning  and  stray  -  ing;  Pit   -  y     the    lost  and    the  lone, 
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Thou  art  the  Sav-ior     of     sin  -  ners,  Hear  us    and    an-swer  us    now. 
Now,  by    Thy  cross  and  Thy  pas  -  sion,  Grant  Thy  rich  mer  -  cy     to    me. 
0      Thou  com-pas-sion-ate    Je  -  sus    Save  them  and  make  them  Thine  own. 
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The  Great  >Lysician. 


J.  n.  Stockton. 
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o  irrrat  Phy-si-cinn  now   is  near.  The  sym-pa-thi  -  zing  Je   -  sns;  ) 
)  He  speaks  the  drooping  heart  to  cheer,  0  hear  the  voice  of    Je  -  sus.  \ 
p    \  Yourman-y  sins  are    all    forgiv'n,  0     hear  the  voice  of    Je   -  sus;/ 
}  Go     on  your  \va\  in  peace  to  heav'n,  And  wpar  a  crown  with  Je  -  sus.  \ 
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J).C—  Sweet-est  car  -ol      ev  -  cr  sung,  1     Je-sus,  bless-ed    Je  -  sus. 
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3  His  name  dispels  my  guilt  and  fear,    I  4  The  children  too.  both  great  and  small, 


No  other  name  but  Jesus: 
Oh.  how  my  soul  delights  to  hear 
The  charming  name  of  Jesus. 


Who  love  the  name  of  Jesus, 

May  now  accept  the  gracious  call 

To  work  and  live  lor  Jesus. 


No.  139    Holy  spirit,  Faithful  Guide. 


M.  M.  \V 


M.  M.  Wells. 
Fine. 
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faith-ful  Guide,   Ev  -  er 
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ly   Spir-it, 

Gen-tly  lead    us 

Ev  -  er  pres-ent,  tru  -  est  Friend,  Ev  -  er  near  Thine  aid  to  lend;  \ 
Leave  us  not  to  doubt  and  fear,  Groping  on  in  dark-ness  drear:  J 
When  our  days  of  toil  shall  cease.  May  our  hearts  be  filled  with  peace;  \ 
Drawing  near  in  praise  and  pray'r,  Knowing  that  our  names  are  there;  j 


near  the  Christian's  side; 
by      thejiand,    Pilgrims   in  _a     des  -  ert    land. 

to     lend; 
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Whisp'ring softly, "Wand'rer come!  Follow    me,  I'll  guide  thee  home.1 
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Wea  -  ry  souls  for  -  e'er  >  re  -  joice,  While  they  hear  that  sweetest  voice,    $ 
When  the  storms  are  ra-ging  sore.  Hearts  grow  faint,  and  hopes  give  o'er. 
Pleading  naught  but  Je  -  sus' blood,  He'll  be   with     us     in    the    flood. 
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No.  143 


Gome,  Thou  Almighty  King, 


Charles  Wesley. 
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Felice  GUrdlnl. 
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1.  Come, Thou  Almighty  King,    Help  us  Thy  name  to  sing,  Help  us  to  praise:  Father  all-  , 

2.  Comejhou  incarnate  Word,  Gird  on  Thy  mighty  sword;Our  pray'r  attend:  Come,and  Thy 

3.  ToThee,greatOne  in  Three,  The  highest  prais  -  es    be,  Hence, evermore!  His  sov'reign 
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glo  -  ri-ous,  O'er  all  vie  -  to  -  ri-ous,  Come  and  reign  o-ver  us,  An-cient  of  daysl 
people  bless,  And  give  Thy  word  success;  Spirit  of  ho  -  li-ness,  On.  us  de-scend! 
maj-  es-ty,  May  we  in    glo -ry  see,  And  to  e  -  ter-ni- ty  Love  and  a-dorei 


No.  141 


Jesus  Shall  Reign 


1.  Je-sus  shall  reign  wher-e'er  the    sun    Does  his  suc-ces-sive   jour  -  neys  run; 
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His  kingdom  stretch  from  shore  to  shore,  Till  moons  shall  wax  and  wane  no  more.  Amen. 
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2  To  Him  shall  enffless  prayer  pe  made, 
And  endless  praises  crown  His  head; 
His  name,  like  sweet  perfume,  shall  rise 
With  every  morning  sacrifice. 

3  People^and  realms  of  every  tongue 


Dwell  5Q  His  love  with  sweetest  song;    I     And  all  the  sons  of  want  are  blest. 


And  infant  voices  shall  proclaim 
Their  early  blessings  on  His  name. 

4  Blessings  abound  where'er  He  reigns; 
The  prisoner  leaps  to  loose  his  chains^ 
The  weary  find  eternal  rest, 
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Abundantly  able...  130 
A  Heav'nly  Prince..     5 
All  hail  the  poweb     6 
a  little  while  to.  .   35 

All  my  life 134 

Am  I  a  soldier 73 

Arise  my  soul 62 
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Battle  hymn   49 

Behold  the  bleeding.  25 
Be  not  dismayed.  ...   47 

Beulah   Land 66 

Blessed  assurance.  50 
Bringing  in  the.  ...  93 
Bring  them  in 60 

C 

Christ  is  coming...   53 

Close  to  thee 64 

Come,  come  today...  136 
Come  every  soul...  101 
Come  holy  spirit...  121 

Come  home 45 

Come  thou.  .......  .140 

Come  thou  fount.  .  .   92 

Come  today 136 

Come  we  that  love .  .  112 
Come,  sinner,  come.  131 
Come  ye  sinners.  ...   32 

D 

Day  is  dying 57 

Day  of  wrath 24 

Do  you  hear 98 

Down  at  the  cross..  87 

E 

Each  cooing  dove... 106 
Endeayorers   10 

F 

Fade.  fade.  each...  20 
Far  away  from  the.  .  11 
Friend  of  sinners..  124 
From  Heaven  the.  . .   38 

G 

Gathering  home.  .  . .  103 

Glorious  Grace 21 

Glory  to  his  name.  87 
God  will  take  care  47 
Gone  from  my  heart  81 
Grace  sayes  anyone  17 
Guide  me 113 

H 

Happy  day 77 

Hark  'tis  the 60 

Hasten  to  the 116 


!  He  came  to  rescue.  .   38 
i  He  first  loved  me.  .      1 

He  leadeth  me 63 

I  He  liveth,  the 117 

'  Hold  the  fort 95 

'  Holy  is  the  lord.  .  .118 

!  Holy  spirit 139 

\  Home  of  the  soul.  .    54 

How  firm  a 79 

How  wonderful  ....  Ill 
How  wonderful  his  14 
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I  AM  PRAYING  FOR  .  .  .105 
I  AM  COMING  TO  THE  80 
I  AM  LISTENING 98 

I  can  hear  my  Savior  41 

IF  YE  ABIDE   IN    ME .  .  .     13 

If  you  will  believe.  29 
I  have  a  Savior 105 

I    HEAR   THY   WELCOME    78 

I  LOVE  HIM 81 

I   LOVE   TO   TELL    THE.  .     55 

I'm  lifted  out 18 

In  a  lonely 133 

In  God's  word  'tis.  ..  29 
In  the  cross  of. . . .   90 

Into  a  tent 61 

Is  my  name  written  74 
It  is  truly  very 14 

I    SHALL    REIGN 26 

I've  reached  the  land  66 
I've  seen  the 34 

I   WILL   MEET   YOU.  ...     42 

I  was  a  wand'rer  lost  9 
I  will  sing  you  a  song   54 

J 

Jesus  bids  us  shine  58 
Jesus  has  rescued  . .  11 
Jesus  is  all  the.  . .  7 
Jesus  is  calling.  .  .115 
Jesus  is  pleading.  .  30 
Jesus  is  standing.  .  .110 

Jesus,  lover  of 82 

Jesus  my  savior  ....  108 

Jesus  loves  me 59 

Jesu/s  saves  me 9 

Jesus  savior  pilot  me  70 
Jesus  shall  reign..  141 
Jesus  the  Savior. ...  30 
Just  as  I  am.  ......   96 
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King  of  my  heart.  .     5 

L 

Lead  kindly  light.  .12S 
Lead   me  gently.  ..  .114 


Light  after    122 

Lord,  I  care  not  for  74 
Lord  Jesus  I  long  to  65 
Love  divine 83 

M 

Meet  mother  in  ... .  133 
Memories  oi  <;alilee  106 
Mine  eyes  have  seen  49 
My  country  'tis  of.  .43 
My  faith  looks  up.  97 
My  hope  is  built.  ...  91 
My  jesus,  I  love...  75 
My  latest  sun  is. . . .  68 
My  Savior  came  down  1 
My  savior 23 
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Nearer  and  dearer..    15 

Nearer  my   god 71 

Never    alone    34 

Never  despair    48 

No,  not  one 69 

Now  another  day.  . .   40 

NOW  THE  DAY   IS   OVER    88 

O 

O    COULD    I    SPEAK.  .  .  .  127 

O  do  not  let  the  word     3 

O    HAPPY    DAY. ......     77 


o  i  am  so  glad 31 

o  land  of  rest 76 

Old-time  religion.  .  .123 
O  lord  is  it  I? 33 

O  matchless  love...  Ill 
One  day  nearer  ....  40 
Only  trust  him.  . .  .101 
O  soul  bowed  down.  13 
O  they  tell  me  of.  . .  28 
O  think  of  the  home  52 
O  wand'rer  away  on  45 
O  who  are  we  met.  .  10 
O  who  can  measure.  4 
O  what  are  you  doing    46 


Praise  him   27 

R 

Revive  us  again.  ...    86 


Saved  for  service...  44 
Shall  we  gather..  94 
Show  us  thy  mercy  137 
Simply  trusting  .  .  .109 
Softly  now  the....  39 
Softly  and  tenderly  107 
Some  day  I'm  going.  125 
Someone's  rejecting.   23 
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Some  sweet  day....  104 

Soul   alone  and 17 

Sowing    in    the 93 

Sowing  the  tares..  135 
Stand  fast  ye  soldiers  8 
Stand  up  for  jesus.    72 

Such  love   19 

Sweet  by  and  by...  89 
Sweet   hour  cf.    .  .  .100 

T 

Tell   it   again 61 

The  church  in   the  51 

The  great   138 

The  home  over;  there  5.2 
The  land  of  reulah  68 

The  lord  is  my 129 

The  master  is  come.  115 
The  precious  blood.    25 

The  solid  rock 91 

The  sun  shines  bright  12 
The  unclouded  day.  28 
The  way  of  the.  ...   41 


The  wayside  cross.  126 
There's  a  church  in.  51 
There's  a  great  day.  67 
There's  a  land  that  is  89 
There's  a  wonderful  ] 9 
There's  not  a  friend  69 
There  is  a  fountain   102 

There'll  be  no 36 

This  is  jesus 37 

Thou  ray  everlasting  64 

'Tis  the  old-time 123 

Tonight    3 

Trusting    109 

U 

Up  to  the  bountiful  103 

W 

Waiting  for  you...  16 
We'll  work  till....    76 

We  praise  Thee 86 

We  sing  the 119 

We're  marching    ...112 


What  wilt  thou.  .  .120 
What  will  you  do.  .110 
What  a  friend  we  85 
What  are  you  doing  46 
When  God  thy  soul  . .  120 
When  the  battle's.  8 
When  my  journey..  42 
Which  way  shall  I . .  126 
When  my  pilgrimage     2 

While   jesus    131 

Whiter  than  snow.  65 
Who  can  measure.  .  4 
Whoever  receiveth .  .  130 
Who  shall  stand..  24 
Why  do  you  wait..  99 
Why  don't  you  come  32 
Why  will  ye  die.  .  .117 
Will  they  open  wide  2 
Work  for  the  night  84 
Would  .jesus  have.. 132 


Yield  not  to .   56 

Your   soul's   best  ...    22 


